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If we could be twice young and twice old, we could correct all our 
mistakes. 


Euripides 


The action is best what procures the greatest happiness for the greatest 
numbers. 


Francis Hutcheson 


The Eros in Poetry and Prose Series 


Eros in literature is one of the finest and most sublime way to share one”s love. 


The purpose of the Eros in Poetry and Prose Series is to share some of the most 
amorous and enticing pieces of poetry and prose to be found in the English 
Language. This is the Seventh book in the series. Its release coincides with 


Valentine”s Day 2021. 


In this edition you will find original poems and pieces of prose all meant to tickle 


your fancy ... 


Enjoy! 


Patrick Bruskiewich 


Vancouver, BC, Canada 


Eros in Poetry 


Two poems by Justin Fan 


Watching Far 


Seeing you meant the start of a day, 


missing you meant my day is a pause. 


They say time can’t stop 
I say when you are gone from my eyes 


time is gone. 


I can not sense time 
because without you 
I can’t sense anything 


except sadness. 


I need you 

just like the earth needs the sun, 
without you in my sight 

I am incomplete, 

I am not in balance. 


herefore I am unstable. 


Even if I need you 
so desperately just like there is a force 
between bonding elements ... 


there is a force between us 


which means I can only watch 
you from a far, 


but I can’t touch you. 


When I go close to you 
just like breaking 
those ever so living forces 


my source of life starts pounding. 


The closer I get to you 

the harder my life source pounds, 
even if it meant death 

I still want to touch ... 


but it is just too hard. 


Scenery 


I have once seen a spark of beauty, 
in a room of royal sounds, 
then I run and run 


just to have another glimpse of it. 


That spark was gone when I appeared. 
I then realized that is not a spark 

but a living piece of art 

and a scenery of great beauty, 


this beauty only appeals to my eye. 


I cannot live 
with this beauty gone, 


nor can I live 


with this scenery destroyed. 


Later I knew 
I myself was the reason 
for this shining beauty 


to disappear time to time. 


For my scenery 

to continue on shining, 

I would lock myself away 
and far, may just a glimpse 
time to time can 

satisfy my loss 

of an ever ending 


desire of love 
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These Unfulfilled Thoughts ...by Alyssa Yu 


Forcefully my body 
was dragged through 


the dusted room. 


My stitched rag frictioned 
against the repelling floor ... 
dead skin rapidly 

drifted off my body. 


Salted water leisurely 
drained off of my pale expression, 
my eyes reluctantly 


stared at the ignoble man. 


Gazing above, the clouded sky, 
a slight of light radiated 
on the surface of my skin, 


drying the salted water. 


Sitting on the turbid ground, 
resting myself ... 

hope ... 

peace ... 

home ... 


family ... 
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friends... 


these unfulfilled thoughts 


revolved in my imagination. 


Tears falling, drifting and evaporating. 


The gun was propelled 

into my aching hands. 

T held it, sobbing. 

How could I be holding this? 


The black were shot vividly in sight. 
Holding the gun, 
hopelessly 


placing my palm towards my eyes 
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Two poems by Elle 


The Obscene Word 


Don’t say it! 

You mustn’t say it. 

Never use the word. 

It should be struck 

... from the language. 

It should be never, 

... ever heard. 

I can’t listen. 

I can’t bear to hear. 

You mustn’t tell it in anger, 
Or whisper it in my ear. 
Oh, please, please, promise me 


You’ll never say ... Goodbye. 
My Darling ... 

Let me seduce you 

with my wit ... 


my lips ... 


and my fingertips. 
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Dear Los Angeles by Briana Lyon 


I miss your flavors 
shouts in the night 
Hot grease splashing 


onto cracked sidewalk 


Palm trees, cars, bright colors 
hot little worlds 
Hot blissful heat 


frustration colliding everywhere 


the latin jumble 
the zen swath 


the humble rancher 


banyan tree 
before a gothic revival facade 
best noodle house 


beside a truck stop titty bar 
I want your vivacity 


your chaos and pollution 


breathing again in my lungs 
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Pictorial: A Beautiful Bird 
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Five Poems by Aki Kurosawa 


What I Miss Most of All... 


You ask me, 

what I miss, most of all ... 

It is to travel by train, 

to far, far away ... 

from where I live, 

in unhappy Tokyo, 

and soak in an onsen, 

even with strangers, 

far, far away ... 

in the mountains somewhere, 
where people know, 

you are not from around here, 
and point at you, 

and talk about you 

without turning their backs. 

I am so lonely that 

I might even let a farm boy, 
take me into the fields, 

far, far away ... 

and roll me in the hay 

under the cold dark night sky 
just to say to my friends 


I still know how to play. 
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You ask me ... 
what I miss most of all ... 


It is how to be happy. 
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Taking Things in Hand 


Sometimes ... I let lil? sis 
take me out 
to meet some 


of her chums ... 


Oh boy! 


There was sis and I 
and four puppies, 


all eager to play, yelping.... 


They tried to paw, paw, paw 
their way up, into my dress ... 


I was not impressed! 


I pressed me knees tight together, 
And held down my dress, 
Then they tried up top. 


There was no stopping them. 


We six satin abooth 
atthe back of a dark, 
old restaurant, 

far across town 

where truckers gathered. 
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Those wretches eyed us hungrily. 


And here I was trapped between 
two yelping little chiens. 

There was not much I could do, 
until after we had eaten ... 

I saw a gleam in sis’ eyes 


that told me why she had brought us here. 


Four of them and two of us ... 


we were there to give them a hand. 


I watched from across the table 
as she toyed with her boys 
They looked down, went silent 


closed their eyes ... and smiled 


The two beside me watched too ... 
and began to whimper, and whine. 


...so did all the other wretches around the room 


And so I too took things in hand. 
Why not! It’s a free world ... 


Softly, slowly, I started 
to pet these puppies. 
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Fresh out of the kennels. 


But at least their whimpering 


and whining had stopped. 


They were not much to begin with, 

Hardly there in fact, 

with their big paws and little stiffs 

but they sort of grew on you ... 

these pups that squirmed and finally foamed 


When we were finished 
sis and I... we dashed away 
not having to worry about 


puppies nipping at our heels. 
I have to credit my sis, 


she hasn't had to pay 


for her lunch in years. 
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It is Going to be a Boy She Says. 


Next month, my best friend, 
she”s having a baby. 
She’s much younger than me ... 


just past her teens. 


We use to work together 

side by side. But last year 

she lost her job, 

then her boy friend too, 

when she needed him the most, 


(he”s not the father), 


and the baby”s father ... well ... 
she doesn’t even know his name, 


no one will tell her who he is, 


they were both drunk 
at the time they bumped 
into each other... 


and now she has sobered up. 


I think I know ... 
who the father is, 
but can’t tell her, 


I may end up jobless too ... 
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It is going to be a boy she says. 
She can feel his tiny pencil 
ticking her from within, 
writing her little haiku ... 


reminding her, 


she has no men 
in her life, 
except her father, 


who wants to toss 


them both into the streets. 


She waits ... 
with her grandmother now, 
far away ... 


somewhere in the country 


Oh well ... 
she and the little one 


will at least have fresh air. 


It is going to be a boy she says. 
I hope it is a girl! 
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What is my Body Trying to Tell Me? 


My cracked seed, 


my brown rice ... 
my green wheat 
my white soybean ... 


my red sorghum 


It starts to bleed, 
whenever the farmers want 


to furrow the ground 


What is my body trying to tell me? 


That the plow 
can only furrow the soil 


when nothing will grow? 


Or should I let 
the damned crows peck at me 


whenever they feel hungry? 
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A Salary Girl ... in a Salary World 


I sit at my desk, 
a salary girl ... 


in a salary world 


surrounded by salary men 
who are probably 
thinking 
the same things 


lam... 


There is the day me, 

prim and proper, 
and the night time me, 

the complete opposite, 
which comes out on 


a Saturday ... at midnight. 


Each day is the same 
except Sundays ... 
when I can sleep off 


the night before. 


Sometimes on Sundays 
I wake up in my own bed 


alone ... but, most times 
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I wake up somewhere else, 


and can’t find my panties. 


I have a yen 
for this other life 
and if I wanted to ... 
I could play my way, 
one fancy trick at a time, 
by working one night a week, 
and sleeping it off... 


the other six. 


That way I don’t have 
to sit at my desk, 
a salary girl... 
in a salary world 


surrounded by salary men. 
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Permission Slip by Robyn Cadamia 


the river is slender and quick 

won't keep from slipping along 

its spine of edgeless ridgeless stones 

it sighs acquiesce 

the stones roll as if in a mouth concurring 

a controlled rumble beneath 

an unfamiliar lover 

on the shoulder of a bend i am lifting my dress 
over my ribs my head 

barriers rise and fall 

below the heft of hemlock 

my small suit left like a cracked seed around me 
oh to curl entirely inside of it 

or to indulge 

the perfecting lick of the river 

instead of this: me 

quivering in the open air 

in the anonymous eyes of my company 


the river slipping away with its approval 
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Eleven Poems by Patrick Bruskiewich 


The Moth Thought ... 


The moth 

thought ... 

1t could hide away, 

but little did it know 

that the hungry crow 

could spy its grey 

in the bright light of the day 


Until It Was Too Late ... 


In the dark of the night, 

the crazy moth flew, round 
and round the candle flame, 
without fear in its frenzied 
state it could not feel 

the searing heat, 

nor sense the harm 


until it was too late ... 


Its wings were singed, 
it lost control and right 


into the blue flame it flew. I 
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watched the moth fall, 
smack out of the air, 


as if it did not care ... 


and it was then that I saw 
burnt on the table 

next to the candle 
another moth ... 

there on its back, 


1ts legs flaying about 


as the second moth plummeted 


hard upon it. 


Then there was silence, 
the stillness of the night ... 
and in my state I swear 

I heard a sigh 

and a voice say ... 


what took you so long dear? 


Because I Am So Poor ... 


I came and sat awhile 
to write a short poem 
because I am so poor 


and have no job 
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to keep me busy. 


I Miss ... 


I miss ... 

seeing you 

and your beautiful smile 
and hearing your soft 
and wonderful words, 
telling me how 

happy you are 

with life ... 


Addressed Like a Concubine 


There it was again, 

the knock, knock, knock. 

It was late, but urgent 

no doubt, so I did not balk 

and opened the door, and there 

she was addressed like a concubine, 

fervent with words ... wanting 

to be let in. So I did 

let her by, to talk my ear off, 

and cry wistfully, and tell me wildly 
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of her dreams, and great sex. 

I poured her wine and gave 

her something to eat, for it 

was evident she was famished, 

in so many ways. I was 

an oasis in her stormy love 

life, aman who could 

look at her voluptuousness 

and say ‘so what’, and so 

she seduced me with her words and fantasies 
until she fell asleep. I turned off the light, 
threw open my robe, lay upon a blanket 
on the floor, and left her undisturbed 

as the best of me stood erect, 


a silhouette in the night, aching to be noticed. 


A Goddess Creating her Adam 


She asked me how I felt. 

A silly question to ask me, 

for I sat naked before her 

and her friend as they sculpt. 
Do you meditate when you sit? 
It depends who I am with ... 
Are you meditating now? 

Can I ask you how you feel? 
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Happy ... very happy ... 
Well then, I knew she had never 


seen a naked man before 

so close at hand. She formed 

the clay in her hands, 

like she was forming me, 

slowly, carefully, studying 

the ins and outs of me, 

unabashedly. Then she stopped 
talking and lusted for the clay, 
making lively, lovely, rolling parts, 
some small and some significant, 
never taking her lustful eyes off of me 
as she rolled and rolled and rolled the clay 
between her fingers, as God may have 
done when creating Eve, 


but she a Goddess creating her Adam ... 


Pondering Philosophical Questions 


Sometimes I stand for minutes on end 

under the shower head and the spray 

of hot water, pondering great philosophical 
questions. As the water flows down my chest 
I ask myself, why do men have breasts? 


And over my stomach bulging forth ... 
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why do we grow old? Why can’t we 

stay young forever! But even stars and 

the whole shebang will one day die off. 

Why do I even matter ... sputter ... sputter ... 
sputter ... the spray reminds me that 

time is an illusion, for cannot time run 
backwards, and the spray enter the shower 
head? All I need to do is change time 

to naught time. As the water drips from 

my faucet, reminding me that I have 

not been, am not, and may perhaps never 

be the father of my own progeny, being 

a prodigy, my life’s energy has 

been spent elsewhere. Why couldn’t 

my parents just name me Albert and get 

it over with? Would he have achieved so 
much if Riemann or Gauss had not come before 
him? Do we remember his sons’ names? 


The spray sputters ... sputters ... sputters ... 


This Pablo Fellow 


I don’t understand him ... 
this Pablo fellow. He’s lazy 
throwing his paints about, limb 
by twisted limb. Perhaps crazy, 
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perhaps not. He knows his stuff 
of that we're sure. He knows 
Les Demoiselles, all about love 
or maybe lust, in his art it shows — 
a crease here, a crevice there, 
perhaps a fallacy too. It grows 
on you... it does ... if you care 
to push past the obvious, a nose 
that is something male, bare 

sex dressed by colour, and 
nothing else. It’s brain candy 
made not of sugar, fanned 

by our imagination, dandy 

don’t you think! 

If you’ve had too much to drink! 


I Just Think They’re Nauts ... 


The Americans call them astronauts. 


The Russians Cosmonauts and 


the Chinese Taikonauts. But ... 


I just think they're nauts. 


The Jaguar ... 


The Jaguar runs up 


to me and says ... 


It is so nice to meet you, 


now I am going to eat you. 


She had Been Waiting for Him 


She had been waiting for him, 
In bare feet ... 

in the shadow of a great tree, 
in the middle of a public park 
in the midst of a sunny and hot 


august day. 


She did not want 

to be there, but wished to be inside 
acool and dark room, away from 
the happy giggles of young children, 
the barks of their yappy little dogs 


and the preying eyes of their guardians. 


But he insisted, as he always did 
with his groping hands and his 
erect manner. He was older than 


she was by three years. 
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She was vestal, and innocent, 
he was a scoundrel with a 


high school reputation. 


Everyone knew he was a bastard, 
but this is what made meeting up 
with him all alone so thrilling. 

He wanted some place intimate ... 
she knew better to sit under a 

big tree in a public park with 


other people milling fro and to. 


She enjoyed his attention up to a point, 
that point being when he groped and grabbed 


at her and said ... let's ... 


She had obliged just once, 

but groped and grabbed him instead ... 
getting him to flood, 

the sticky 

gooeyness 

of him. 

But she did not let him, 

you know ... 

devour her and 


cast her aside. 
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So instead she tickled 

and teased him and caused him to flood 
again, with every lengthening breeches 
of his mock 


modesty ... 


while others milled 

fro and to, 

just an earshot away, 

as 1f they did not suspect 


her of tickling and teasing him ... 


The tree swayed, 
and so did the soft verdant grass. 


But she stood fast against the breeze 


The girl watched as a giant black beetle, 
scuttled blindly across the soft, verdant grass, 
claws devouring the air, 

spurred on by that secret, 

shameful 

fire 

that rage 

within the bellies 

of beasts and bugs alike ... 

that tragic fitful ultra-violence 

of animal need and desire. 
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The beetle paused and moved 

1ts head fro and to. He could 
sense the presence of the female 
he sought. He snapped his claws, 
as if, if it had a tongue, it could 
lick his lips with that frenzied 


anticipation of blind sexuality. 


The black, wretched beetle staggered 
sideways in its frenzy. The girl, 
fascinated, 

could not take her eyes off of it. 

She wondered if it dragged its 

penis on the ground, or whether 

it was no longer flaccid but 

hard likes its carapace, 

ready to spear its prey ... 


its cara sposa. 


It was a hot summer day 
and the girl wished she too 
could amble across the soft, 
verdant grass 


unencumbered like a bug with no clothes. 


She had decided to make his groping 
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easier by leaving her modest breasts 
free for him to tickle and tease. 
Now she spied about and noticed 
that no one took notice of her, 

and so she scuttled out of her wet 
and steamy panties, and waved 


her dress about to cool herself. 


It was then that she noticed the 
beetle scurrying in a widening 
circle of confusion, not knowing 


which way to scuttle next. 


It was then that the girl 
understood that she was what 


the wretched black beetle sought! 


The revulsion this brought her 
passed as quickly as a smile 
came to her. Why not! 

So she billowed her dress 

and sat astride the beetle: 


I am game ... if you are! 


And in short order she could 
feel the scuttle fro and to, 


just as her Casanova walked up, 
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licking his lips in anticipation. 
And as she tried to talk to him 
all she really felt was the beetle, 
hesitant, unsure of itself, and 


the fire in the little bug’s belly. 


Bewildered it scuttled on ... 


She flushed and told the boy 

that it was because of the summer 
heat that she was blushing, not him, 
but really it was because of the beetle 
that had grasped where it was 

and hesitated as it moved its claws 

to and from, to and fro, 

in the darkness of the chasm, 


the fork that it found itself now trapped. 


It had not the courage to scurry 
forth into the moist, sweet cavern 
that gapped high before it. It had 
crept into and 

out of the dark, damp earth 

but this was something it had 

never experienced before, 

yet the beetle could not scurry back 
for it was drunk with the pungency 
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of the place that now had overpowered 


1ts beastly instincts. 


The girl did not heed the groping 

and grabbing of the boy 

but instead brought her legs together 

to trap the monster. The beetle somehow 
knew that as long as it cast its claws 

to and fro, to and fro, 

the gap around him would not close, 

the sweet chasm would not devour him, 
and the forceful flood 

that now spilled over him, 


would not abate ... 


And so it did what it needed to ... 
in a fit of its own flood, 

spilled its green verdant juices 
across the warm and inviting 


thighs of the girl. 


Now exhausted, the bug 
no longer cared about 
where it was, 


or what it was doing. 


Its petit mort was just a prelude to the big one .... 
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The girl felt 1t all and let out a sigh, and 
thought to herself that 

a boy 

is a boy 

is a boy 


... once spent he was of no use to her. 


So she lifted her dress 

just enough to let the hungry eyes 
of the boy spy the exhausted 
amorous beetle 


and the sticky, gooeyness of it. 

She stood. He stood back from her. 

The look of revulsion on his face said it all. 

The bug was better than he was. 

Leave me alone. 

She walked away, 

enjoying the sticky feeling between her thighs and 


knowing she was the mistress of bug and beast alike. 


She had been waiting for him 
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A History Lesson by Anina Robb 


I fell in love with my History teacher 
when I was twelve 
and parted my hair down the middle. 


I never expected him to fall back. 


My teacher directed— 
no one can know, touch me here. 
I bathed in the secret of being kissed 


for the first time. 


I looked sideways at my reflection, 
how my stomach curved past my hip bones. 


I parted my hair on the side. 


In the bathroom stall, I’d unfold his notes 
and read them slowly, 
holding each word in my mouth. 


Sometimes, I’d kiss my palm. 


I knew something was true: 


my teacher would never leave his wife — 


and I hated my young body 


for being full of so many holes. 
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In the mirror all I could see 

were my teacher”s freckled hands 

touching my growing breasts, 

and all I wanted was 

for my body to become as small as a breath, 


so no one could teach me again. 
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Pictorial: Window on the Soul of a Woman 
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At Café Trieste at San Pablo by Catherine Simpson 


I like gathering up these images 

So I can tell you about them later: 

The dark red walls, the low-hanging 
Lamps, the marble-topped little 

Tables and the chairs with spindly 

Legs. There's a father in a plaid 

Newsboy hat with his daughter hanging 
From a contraption on his chest: she 
Points her forefinger like Michelangelo's 
Adam, with the same quiet wakening. 

A man in a red cardigan and with a 

White mustache glances over at me, and 
Then I think of him in some kitchen later 
Tonight, a gray-haired woman bustling 

At the stove while he peeks in the fridge, and 
He says, There was this red-haired girl 

At Caffe Trieste today down on San Pablo, 
A real tall lady, and all she did for hours 


Was stare and stare at people. 
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Blossoms of Orange by Pamela Biery 


Flat and tanned, the pelvis bones protrude, 
a fragrant orange blossom could stand 
using her navel for a vase 


in the white heat of a summer sun. 


But at eight and a half months, the stomach 

is as taut as a Valencia Navel, round and firm. 
Where once the blossom of an orange 

might have stood, now a stem, 


just a slight protrusion on a snug, round surface. 


Orange rinds 
with porous divots and layers of wrapping, unpeel easily 
once so uniform and glowing, now cast aside 


for the fruit revealed. 


Yet, laying in the sun 

the pelvis bones still protrude, 

revealing an awkward space, neither full nor empty, 
like a small concave bowl 


of sweet marmalade. 
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A Small Price by Max West 


Poverty ... 

is a small price to pay 

to be one who brings 

even a single scented stem 
of what flowers 

beyond the death 


of all our graves 


The Baggage by Mandi Henderson 


I feel your thoughts. I feel your thoughts within my thoughts. 
Clouding my clarity. 

Roaming the reams of my centre. 

Your Voice 

It Echoes: echoes, echoes,echoes 

Eerily through my ponderings; within my veins; across my vision. 
A ripple of suffocation ignites — my colossal, abrasive reminder. 
This is the Present: 

“Be not mistaken my dear,” 

This is Reality. 

Acknowledging the weight of your shifting heart, 


My functioning feels faltered. 
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I long for an Absence of much. 

Longing, though, in its sickly, cyclical, redundant nature 
Mocks me in murmurs. 

And so, 

I carry your thoughts. 

I carry your thoughts within my thoughts. 
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Black Hat by Sharon Garrard 


Therefore, marriage is not to be entered into unadvisedly or lightly, but 
reverently, deliberately, and in accordance with the purposes for which it was 
instituted by God... 

—Anglican Wedding Ceremony 


Love was 

Sunday lunch. 

Roast beef, Yorkshire pudding, flowered wallpaper and a considerable lack of dust. 
Fellowship. Friendship. Feasting. Such great intentions. 

Routine nestles itself into the corners of our daily lives. 

Over time, the food begins to rot, the surfaces become neglected, the 

wallpaper peels, the conversation is pulled, pushed, and stretched to its limit. 
Everyone stays where they are, shovelling rotting food into their mouths believing 
it to be nourishment. 

We press on, ignoring the decayed surroundings, until the wooden beams begin to 
fall from the ceiling. 

My apron is getting dirty, my hands are unwashed. 

Should I escape? 


Love was 

Stockinged feet. 

Down the aisle, across the threshold, past the kitchen tiles that leave my feet cold. 

I took your hand as we walked through the familiarity. 

I had visions of the future, of us holding a tiny life that we’d made, of porch swings 
and other clichés. 
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You thought you were funny. Your voice grew louder as you approached the punch- 
line. 

You always laughed the loudest. 

Your bright eyes grew darker. Promises transformed into lies. Lies that I believed. 
Gentle touches began to leave my skin cold and clammy. 


I think I need to escape. 


Love was 

Five minutes. 

I didn’t know any better. I wondered what the fuss was about. 

The shapes on the ceiling took form. Form and substance. 

I became stifled and smothered under your increasing weight. Life slowly being 
squeezed out. 

Numbness took over. My visions of the future didn’t include you anymore. 

This cannot carry on, or I will surely die. Well, I will. My body will breathe and eat 
and shit and sleep and get up and function. 

But me, I will be gone. For every short, selfish second that goes by, I fade. 


I have to escape. 


Love was 

Quotes. {I fucking hate quotes. } 

Seneca. Avenue. Cigarettes. Coffee. A million miles away. 

Options exhausted, I slump into a stupor. 

He said, ‘It’s not because things are difficult that we do not dare, but because we do 
not dare that things are difficult.” 

Yeah right. It’s because I cannot find the energy within myself to tell you that I hate 
you. 
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Instead I tell you the exact opposite. And every time I do it my ability to love 
becomes blacker. 
Perpetual sickness is taking me over. 


I must escape. 


In the real world there are no villains. No one actually sets out to do evil... 
There are only people with problems, struggling to solve them. 


— Ben Bova 


Pictorial: LaFemme Chinoise 
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There was a Young Lady Named Bright, 


There was a young lady named bright, 
who traveled much faster than light. 
She traveled one day, 
in a relative way ... 


and returned on the previous night 


Anonymous 


Cio Che non poteva Essere by Mandi Henderson 


Despite my sincerest efforts, 
Y our image, 
stunning and coy 


remains burnt within the very center of my ambiance. 


Indeed, 

the ocean ripples with a delicious distance; 

vibrating, yet vast. 

Laughable considerations gallivanting with a sheer naked reserve, 
splatter feverish and rosy in the crevices that exist 
s-o-m-e-w-h-e-r-e 


between our pulses and the great abyss. 


Wits catch me at last. 


52 


Breath, sudden and sure. 


Yet, both fail me with utter weakness 
at the surfacing of Chianti. 

Ruby and fucking cheeky. 

And then, there it is 


again. 

Your mouth; painted to mine, 

smoky and bitter, 

following obediently with a red vibrancy. 
Dammi un bacio. 

A commanding, mental forever; 


my compliance is yours. 


Full-bodied with burning depths. 
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Day of Accounting by Julie Stuckey 


The ides of April — that onerous, weighty date — 


Requires and demands an accounting: 
a methodical review of all choices, 
a coming to terms with the realities of our days; 
placed on the scale of life 


to determine relative plusses and minuses. 


Stretching the bounds of our orderly, circumscribed routine 
we are caught unaware at the edges of forgetting. 


Stumbling with weariness and finally sitting down in exhaustion, 


We render our givings and takings\ 
our debits and credits 


our loves and failings ... 
Hoping with fingers crossed after numerous recalculations 
that withholdings were entered correctly 


to enable our portfolio to grow in leaps and bounds — 


All while shielding misgivings in that dark, tight corner 


of net worth. 


54 


If We Could Walk at the Speed of Light by Micah Towery 


If we walked 

at the speed of light 

nobody would apologize 

for arriving too early for dinner 
at a neighbor's house 

and our neighbors would all live further 
apart, like on Jupiter and Mars, 
and my grandmother 

would have lived somewhere 
past Pluto instead of Delaware. 
Nobody would wear watches 
and we would probably return 
to time measured by work-axes 
grown heavy, their increasing masses 
making them useless, 

telling us to stop, 

and since we'd have no clocks 
to measure time together 

we'd have to decide on our own 
when it was the right time 

to go home for dinner 


with our wives and children. 
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Pictorial: The Softness of Love 
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| Know What You Mean by Jessie Gaynor 


You say 

I lava you 

I livery you 

I Lermontov you 
I Los Lobos you 


I frontal lobe you 


And I am almost certain 


I know what you mean. 
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There is more to me than blood and bones by Sarah Gackle 


There is more in me than blood and bones; 
More than fibers stretching fibers holding muscle moving joint; 


More than the spark of mind’s fire, snapping synapses. 


There is something deeper than senses. 
Something I call good, 


Something calling back, “not so.” 


I cannot remove it with a simple bloodletting, 
Still 1t escapes me in spurting streams 
Or rises to the surface of my skin and evaporates, 


surrounding me, then dispersing. 


Yours and mine gather together in a cloud 
That storms and swells, collecting his, hers and theirs. 
We strain our senses under an opaque sky; 


Painted without illumination, 


We cannot see that it is beautiful, 


This why ... inside my blood and bones. 
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Eros in Prose 
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The Philosopher Who Wanted to Prove he did not Exist ... by Anon 


You heard the tale of the philosopher who wanted to prove he did not exist 


No I haven’t ... 


He stepped out into traffic and was run over by a bus! 
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Le Manege Godiva par Rose Lang 


[Translated from the French} 


[Paris] Girls like riding horses for many reasons. One reason is perhaps only evident 
to girls. When your legs are spread and the softness of your femininity is pressed 
upon, the feeling of your second pair of lips cannot be put into word. When I asked 
my grandmother about this feeling (I was too shy to ask my mother) she called this 


feeling ... “womanly pleasure.’ 


LEFÉBVRE (Jules). - lady Godiva 


20 LL ‘MUSÉE D'AMIENS 
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When I was a girl of eleven I had my first womanly pleasure. It was at a country fair 
outside of Paris on the day I was allowed to ride a horse for the first time. Once I 
mounted the horse I did not want to get off it. Look at me, I thought! The tingling 
between my legs and at the base of my spine was new to me and got more and more 
intense as I rocked back and forth at the canter. We were at the canter until the old 
mare I was on figured out what I was doing, stopped and then set her lazy eyes on 


me with an expression that could only have meant ... “enough already.” 


I did not want to get off her. But the old mare had had enough of me. She just stood 
there stubbornly! I even fought with my father as her tried to lift me off the horse. 
Vous étes un spolié! (You are a spoiled one!) When my father lifted me out of the 
saddle I was so wet between my legs that he chastised me unknowingly for peeing 


my panties. 


For the rest of that year I pleaded for my parents to get me a horse. It was when I 
told my grandmere why ... and she shared with me the fact she too had had her first 
womanly pleasures on a horse, that arrangements were made by her to let me visit a 
stable twice a month for a few hours a week to learn how to ride a horse. She had 
learned to ride horses at this same stable and had even sent my mother there when 


she was around my age. 


From that day forward I rode horses there for many years. It was only when it was 
time for me to go off to university that I gave up this girlish pleasure for new and 


more womanly ones. 


What I am about to tell you is a secret. Promise you will keep it between us! It was 
a secret with the girls that Irode with and the stable that I rode at. It was an all girl’s 
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stable that had their own very unique admittance. Both my grandmother and my 
mother had been through the same initiation. All new girls to the stable, irrespective 
of their age, had to take a commencement to become part of la fraternité des chevaux 
(their sisterhood of the horses). Supposedly this induction into the sisterhood started 


over two hundred years ago. 


All new girls to the stable, irrespective of their age, had to ride as Lady Godiva to 


become part of la fraternité des chevaux. 


My mother didn’t tell me anything about this. Perhaps she was too shy or too proud 
to admit to such an indiscretion. My grandmere told me to expect something unique 
to become a member of the sisterhood of horses and to trust the other girls. The week 
before my initiation ride my grandmere took me to a retrospective screening of the 


film Lady Godiva starring Maureen O’Hara at a boutique cinema across Paris. 


The first time I went to ride I kept wondering what awaited me. 


It was during the second visit to the stable, after riding for two hours as I dismounted 
I was met by a delegation of the older girls, blindfolded and then taken to a secret 
room somewhere in the stables. Before the blind fold was taken off I was sworn to 
secrecy and when it was removed I was met with one of the most extraordinary 


sights. 
On the wall of this little room were paintings, sketches and even pictures of many of 


the girls who had ridden completely naked on their horses — their secret initiation 


was called le manege Godiva (the Lady Godiva ride). 
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MAIIDLEN M’UADA. PENDEL NANEI 
MAUREEN 0 NARKA GED GE NADI 


Godiva means gift from God. They said being a pretty girl was a gift from God. That 


very afternoon would be my turn! 


They walked me to my horse, got me to stand before it as they took off my riding 
clothes, panties and all ... the horse flared his nostrils as I stood before my mount, 
my hands covering mes intimes. Then I was lifted onto my mount by the girls and 
led by one of the older ones, rode my horse, side saddle around the paddock as they 


took my picture, a thin little girl with long pony tails hung over my non-existing 
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breasts, and my legs pressed tightly together as Irode. I was so nervous I nearly fell 
off my horse. But I held on with my lips wrapped tightly around the nub of my 


saddle. The effect was indescribable! 


The horse trod at the leisure. I swayed back and forth. I don’t know how the horse 
knew but sur le point d’avoir l’orgasme, it stopped and looked back at me with its 


gleaming eyes. Horses have an acute sense of smell. 


My mount was a male. When I dismounted I was met by his splendor and was stood 
before him, mes intimes in his view and watched as one of the other girls tickled him 
with a giant feather until he popped like a well shaken bottle of champagne. Ses 


dépenses étaient incroyables. 


I giggled hysterically in my nervousness and cried as the other girls hugged me and 
welcomed me into their sisterhood. Pour devenir membre de la fraternité des 
chevaux, vous n'aviez pas seulement a monter, vous deviez faire venir votre monture. 
My grandmere was a member but it seems my mother was not. She had run off when 


she spied her horse’s splendour. 


If you ever find the pictures from our manége Godiva, I am the little girl of twelve, 


with the biggest and proudest smile in the world! ... 


Look at Me! 
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Lady Godiva by John Collier, 1897 
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There is an annual Lady Godiva Ride in London, UK 
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This is me on my latest mount ...Mercia 
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Juliet and Her Romeo by Patrick Bruskiewich 


I can share with you a few more stories of this cursed misfortune. I guess I should 
change the names to protect the girls that have broken my heart, but not because they 
really need to be protected, but only because I do not wish them to re-enter my life 


for any reasons. 


Then there is the story of me playing Romeo in Shakespeare”s famous play. It has 
been nearly four decades since the awkwardness of the thing, but I felt 1t so strongly 
last week it was as if the whole affair had transpired last week. And, well, to be 


perfectly honest, it was still rather awkward. 


What triggered my remembrance was a poignant story told me by a fourteen year 
old girl I am tutoring this summer. If she had not told me her age I would have 
thought her to be a good three or four years older. She is an early bloomer and the 
roses of youthfulness have made her Venus” younger sister. Last year, in her grade 
eight English class, her teacher chose her to play the role of Juliet in a class 


presentation of William Shakespeare’s romantic play Romeo and Juliet. 


She explained how uncomfortable it was for her to be so close to a male classmate 
in some of the scenes, as well as to let him kiss her. She didn’t like him enough to 
choose to kiss him of her own volition. She wanted to be kissed on the cheek and he, 
well wanted to be rather French. He, of course, took the whole matter wrongly and, 
well the kiss set him into high spirits, and well, with the brush of her bosom against 


his chest, so kicked in his raging pubescent hormones. 
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The rest of her story is rather personal and somewhat priceless. She nailed her role 
and he made a total fool of himself. Summer holiday away from him could not come 


fast enough! 


As it happened, when I was in my grade nine English class we did our own version 
of Romeo and Juliet, and well ... you guessed it, I was chosen by the teacher to play 


the role of Romeo. 


At the time I was a thin wisp of a boy, shy and anything but a Romeo, in the truest 
or traditional sense of the role. I was a Catholic boy going to a Catholic bilingual 
French-English school surrounded by Nuns, crucifies and the constant reminders of 
original sin ... in a nutshell, inescapable and incessant reminders of what being a 
good Catholic meant. I was so chaste that I had yet to even kiss a girl, let alone 
dance with one. At that awkward time in my life love to me was something 


expressed in a Shakespearean sonnet 


From the fairest creatures we desire increase, 
That thereby beauty 's rose might never die ... 
(Sonnet 1) 


Casting me in the role of Romeo was a truly unpopular one, among most of the boys 
in particular and among some but not all of the girls in my class. It was probably 
the main controversy of that school year, or at least 1t felt as much for me. Several 
of the boys and girls in my class had already shared a bed. Everyone knew that. And 


here was Romeo being played by a chaste and celibate boy. 


From the moment it was decided, I was bullied in the worst sort of way but some of 
the boys who hoped to intimidate me out of the role. The bullying that goes on in 
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boy’s locker rooms at middle school gyms would be a source of endless fascination 
for psychologists and sociologists 1f they had the courage and the fascination to enter 
them. At the very least they might realize that the 1980’s film Porky’s to be a bit on 
the mild side. The worst was when someone that very week broke into my gym 
locker and masturbated into my gym shoes. Come to think of it ... given the mess 


... It couldn't have just been a single onanist but a handful of manusturpares. 


Some of the girls also gave me a cold shoulder, although as you can imagine that 
really didn’t bother me as much as being punched or kicked or bullied in other ways 
while doing Phys Ed. Given who I was at that point in my life, I would wonder why 
anyone would want to play Juliet opposite this Romeo. Maybe it was the status of 


the thing. 


Whatever that was going on that ninth year at school, for some of my classmate, but 
not me mind you, it was high drama. I vaguely recall today that the most gruesome 
of the twosomes were Diane and Richard who anxiously and avidly coveted the lead 
roles as they were avowed and promiscuous philanders. I smile as I remember this 
for she was a flat as the Canadian Prairies and a sort of Twiggy under study, and he 
had a voice that could scrap the paint off the side of an old barn. If they had played 
the lead they would have turned that year’s Romeo and Juliet into a modern day 


comedy — Twiggy and Twang. 


You would have wondered whether they would know better, for later that year, in 
fact, one of the girls in our class would get pregnant, although the baby’s father was 
a boy a few grades ahead who went to another school, a Protestant one to boot. Being 
a Catholic the now sixteen year old mother bore the baby and offered her child up to 
adoption. The mother was not allowed to return to our Catholic school afterwards 
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and ended up at a public one instead, ostracized by almost all of her classmates 


except me. 


When I came to her defense, the rumor that abounded was that I was the father, but 
I didn’t mind the rumor if it meant a certain luscious patina to my knightly armor. 
Why, given the circumstance, would I go out of my way to dispel such a rumor, 
why? At one point even my mother found the need to ask me ... are you the father 


... and well, we do have to be honest with our mothers. 


Unbeknownst to my mother though my pregnant classmate had let me touch her 
belly and feel the kick of her baby. She had lifted her blouse and made sure I 
understood how grand she was and how inadequate the bosoms of my other female 
classmates were at the time. It was then that I first had the epiphany that God created 


women’s breasts to make us men envious. What an Aphrodite! 


And well, without at all asking, she also let me spy sa source de la vie covered, mind 
you, in her luxurious mystery of chestnut colored pubic hair. To try to imagine a 
baby entering the world by such a petite, soft and gentle slip made it obvious to me, 
then and there, that a baby is indeed a gift from God. These few minutes were an 
education about the birds and the bees that no Catholic textbooks could provide. Has 


my story strayed too far into undiscovered country? 


Even today I do not understand why I was chosen to play the role of Romeo. Perhaps 
the main reason why was that at this awkward stage in my life I wasn’t to be easily 
distracted by kisses and bosoms. Don’t get me wrong ... I love women and am 
heterosexual ... but at that stage in my growing up I was late bloomer. Oh, and I 
had already shown my interest in Shakespearean sonnet. 


73 


Those hours that with gentle work did frame, 
The lovely gaze where every eye doth dwell 
(Sonnet 5) 


The real awkwardness though was opposite to me chosen to play Juliet was a girl 
named Debra (not her real name) who took it upon herself to do a deep and 
meaningful character study. She had brown colored hair that she had dyed blonde. 
She left her eye brows their original color (I still do not understand why women do 


this, dye their hair one color and leave their eye brows another). 


I guess it wasn’t fair to Debra but I had a crush on someone else. It was just that that 
other person was the girl who played Juliet in the 1968 Zeferelli Film, Olivia Hussey! 
The movie had played on the CBC late one Saturday night in the previous fall of that 
school year, and I may add well before I knew we would be performing Shakespeare 
and before I knew I would be chosen to play Romeo, and well ... it was love at first 
sight. What prepubescent boy would not fall in love with Olivia Hussey, especially 


after seeing her eyes and listening to her voice and catching a glimpse of her fancies. 


Frankly, stacked up against Olivia Hussey, Debra did not have a chance and I did 
not have the courage, nor the heart to tell her the real reason why. Sure, Debra had 
breasts, both large like grapefruits, in fact one larger than the other. How do I know 
this? Well, be patient, all will become apparent in due time. She also had no hips, 
and well, apart from her eye brows there was another affirmation that she was not a 


natural blonde, but all in due time. 
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But, in tribute to Debra, she did earnestly try her damnedest to seduce her Romeo. 
And she did up to a point, but beyond that point all I wanted to do was hide under 
my bed. 


It all started the afternoon we were given our roles and copies of the play to rehearse 
with. Our English teacher let us loose in the theatre that afternoon to find quiet 
corners to start to learn our lines. I guess, the first mistake was to let her take me by 
the hand to a quiet corner of the stage and to let her choose which scene to start 


rehearsing. 


Of course, she chose the balcony scene, which amorous and warm blooded girl 


wouldn’t, and lo and behold, the whole affair started 


But, soft! what light through yonder window breaks? 
It is the east, and Juliet is the sun. 
(Romeo and Juliet, Act II, Scene II) 


As I was a serious young man, I seriously took up the role. But she, time and time 
again, found fault with my diction, my cadence, the edge to my delivery, the missing 
softness in my words, and the lack of romance in my voice. By the fifth take it 
should have been evident to me that she was swimming in her panties, but I was 


naive and well, she was having fun being Juliet. 


Is it possible to spend the better part of an hour repeated two lines of seventeen words 
from a 17" century play over and over and over again. If the words had been written 
by anyone else, no it would not be possible, but this was Shakespeare at his finest 


and well, Juliet and I were rehearsing his most celebrated scene. 
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Thankful, just before we did the scene a sixth time the bell announced the end of 
both our class and our day at school. I made my escape and wondered what I had 
done to deserve such a predicament. I loved Shakespeare and was honored to be 
chosen to play a lead role in one of his famous plays, but I sensed that perils awaited 


me playing Romeo in the midst of maiden Debra. 


English was a class I took every second day and so I figured there would be a reprise 
from Shakespearean drama the following day, but no, the very instant I arrived at 
school the following morning, there was Debra wearing a white dress and clutching 
her Shakespeare ever so closely to her heaving bosom, wondering if I would like to 


‘rehearse’ with her. She looked like she hadn’t slept a wink, and perhaps she hadn’t. 


The way she said ‘rehearse’ warned me away. She said it the way that Marilyn 
Monroe might say “/sn 't it delicious ...” as her skirt billows up in the movies. From 
where I was standing I could tell Debra hadn’t a brassiere on, and well if her skirt 
did billow, or I were to look up to the balcony from below I might just blush and 


forget my lines. 


“But we don’t have English until tomorrow,” and in a bit of pique, as I brushed past 
her and looked back she billowed her skirt and I had been proven right, I would have 


blushed and forgotten my lines. She wasn’t wearing her panties either! 


Well, as you can imagine, one dramatic scene led to another and another, but 
somehow I managed to survive our ‘rehearsals’ with my virtue intact until the 
afternoon we performed before our school and it was the balcony scene that was 
nearly both our undoing. 
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A few days before our afternoon school performance our teacher had us sit through 
a matinee screening of Zeferelli’s 1968 Film Romeo and Juliet, with a few moments 
censored away. How it was censored was rather practical. The film was being 
projected using an old style projector and at the bed room scene where Romeo and 
Juliet consummate their nuptials the nun simply held a book in front of the lenses to 
keep our virgin minds from being corrupted by Romeo’s back side and Juliet’s 


breasts. 


Of course, foolish me, I had already told Debra I had seen the whole film, including 
the expunged bit and well she kept at me until I was forced by her to tell her what 
she had missed. I would have thought a bare backside and breasts would have 
shocked her, but instead a strange look came over her face, a look that was anything 


but shocking. She perhaps then understood my crush on Olivia Hussey. 


In the previous rehearsals Juliet had been up on the balcony and I had stayed with 
my feet firmly planted to the ground. This had brought me much solace. But the 
teacher the day of our performance insisted that if I were to climb the balcony then 
the two of us, Juliet and her Romeo, could be cheek to cheek for the famous balcony 


scene. It would be more realistic she insisted. I could not fit them both. 


That day I did not have light amorous wings and it was a bit of a climb to get the ten 
feet up to the balcony, and to Juliet. No one had ever tried climbing up to the balcony 


before, and I imagine no one has since at the school. 


I don’t know how I made it up and I tried to not botch my words. Things started to 
unravel when we got to my words ... 
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O, wilt thou leave me so unsatisfied ? 


Then Debra smiled and tugged at a ribbon that had held together the bodice on her 


costume and well out she nearly popped. With a smirk she said her words .. 


What satisfaction canst thou have to-night? 


I tried to look away but my heart started to pound and my footing started to topple 
... Istruggled with my words ... 


The exchange of thy love's faithful vow for mine. 


She leaned forward, and both her breasts spilled out, one bigger than the other, and 


said her words ... 


I gave thee mine before thou didst request it: 
And yet I would it were to give again. 


I knew I was slipping ... I looked back at the audience then at her, then down to the 


ground below. Without looking up at her I bravely continued on ... 


Wouldst thou withdraw it? for what purpose ... ? 


I had missed a word at the end of that sentence ... she whispered the word love ... 


I looked up at her. Debra’s eyes glittered as she said this. 
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I looked at her for a second thinking she had forgotten her next words. She had now 


spilled completely out of her bodice. 


But to be frank, and give it thee again. 

And yet I wish but for the thing I have: 

My bounty is as boundless as the sea, 
As she said bounty she looked down at her breasts and my eyes followed hers. 

My love as deep; 
Our eyes met and the warmth her eyes exuded flooded my heart and soul. Her voice 
became deep and lusty ... she wasn’t helping me. I was quickly losing my grip. 


the more I give to thee, 


She had inched herself forward until our lips were mere millimeters apart. Now she 
was whispering. I very much doubt that anyone other than I could hear what she 


was now saying. 


The more I have, 
She closed her eyes. At that instant Iknew she was going to kiss me. 


for both are infinite. 


And so I let her ... and so she did. It was a warm and priceless kiss. There was not 


pretense to it. It was real, it was wonderful. 


And so her Romeo climbed up onto her balcony to amorously embrace his Juliet. 
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There was a tremendous roar from the audience that all but overpowered the futile 


efforts of our teacher to get us back onto our queues. We didn’t care. 


Beyond the edge of the balcony we were all alone. Debra let the rest of her bodice 
drop and well it wasn’t a bodice at all but a beautiful night dress. She had her back 
to the audience and they could see that her costume had dropped. I peered past her 
at the audience and saw that Diane and Richard both had their mouths wide open in 
disbelief. Then and only then did I peek down at Debra’s night dress at her feet and 


also saw that she was not a natural blonde. 


I looked up into her face. It glowed, soft and bright. We were both glad our teacher 


insisted I climb up the balcony that afternoon. 


Forgotten was Olivia Hussey, and the rest of our lines for Act Il, Scene II. ... and 


oh ... it was so delicious. 


You are probably wondering ... let me set your mind at rest. The kiss on the balcony 
was all she got from me. After our balcony scene she was feted and bedded by every 
eligible boy in our class but me. Being a good Catholic boy I remained a virgin for 


many years afterwards. 
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A fine collection of Art Books 


A growing collection of titles available 


Editor in Chief: Patrick Bruskiewich 
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When my Mother Cleaned my Room by Isabella Montsouris 


[Montreal] When I was very young, I went on a two week long trip with my 
grandmother, and while I was away, my mom decided to clean and organize my 


bedroom to a perfectly put-together and essentially unlived-in Martha Stewart state. 


I was an unbridled hurricane at that age, but there was creativity amongst the chaos. 
We were a family of little means, so writing had become my solace: winsome poetry 


and rambling prose, song lyrics and abstract sketches. 


When I learned about her plans to clean and tidy-up, I cried, fearing that my private 
hamlet would be invaded and conquered, my whimsies and words all read, laughed 


at and cast away as if they were meaningless scribbles and scrawls. 


Upon returning home, I found my room devoid of color and character, turned over 
and barren like fallow earth. All my manuscripts had been tossed out with the trash. 
My room reminded me of the set dressing in a film, with carefully arranged 
assemblages of stuff and things, all meant to give the impression of coziness and 
comfort, but bereft of actual life. The room was no longer mine and felt 
disingenuous, a mirage: like when you close your eyes after a sunward gaze, and 


you see an impression of brightness that fades away into black. 


That room never felt like my own again, and it was the genesis for a poignant shift: 
I stopped feeling like I had permission to be childlike and free, and as life became 
mired in upheaval and trauma, being reined and restrained was sometimes the 


clearest path to emotional survival. 
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It cut to the quick what she had done, especially throwing away my manuscripts. 
She sat me down and had a heart to heart talk with me. She had found among them 
a few sketches of what I was not suppose to know about — the boy bits. She wanted 
to know where I had seen them. I said in an art book at the library. She asked me 
who was the artists and I said Michelangelo. So she assumed it was his David I had 


sketched form. 


But in fact it was the boy next door. It was during a ... you show me yours and I will 


show you mine ... He went first, but I chickened out. 


After she cleaned my room I stopped talking with my mom about the things I felt or 
dreamed about. I had stopped trusting her. 


We would move several times in the following years, we would lose one home to a 


fire, but even when everything I owned was swallowed by ash and smoke, I just kept 


trying to rebuild the refuge I longed for. 
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[Victoria] One of the strangest photographs from a rather bizarre decade, the 1960’s, 
is the pictorial of the elderly French Surréalist Marcel Duchamp and the youthful 


American writer Eve Babitz sitting playing chess at the Pasadena Art Museum. 


Duchamp and Babitz playing chess, 1963 


If you have not seen this iconic photograph, I would be surprised. It can only mean 
that neither art nor art history is of interest to you. This unique photograph is 
described by the Smithsonian Archives of American Art as being "among the key 


documentary images of American modern art". 
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The photomontage was taken within a gallery that surrounds the two with some of 
Duchamp’s Surréal art. They sat playing amid the set-up of a retrospective showing 
with pieces of Duchamp”s Dada, Surréal and found art, that spanned a half century 


of his artistry — from the 1910’s to the 1960’s. 


By the time the picture of the fully clothed Marcel Duchamp and the naked Eve 
Babitz sitting playing chess was taken, in 1963, Duchamp had been in self-imposed 
retirement ... for want of inspiration and continued companionship. He was an old 
and lonely man. Most of Duchamp’s friends had either passed away or moved on to 


other forms of artistry. 


By the early 1960’s the Surrealist Movement which had begun and flourished three 
decades prior, was not necessarily dead, it was just dormant. The main actors such 
as Duchamp, Man Ray and Dali were not as busy as they once were in their youth, 


and the market for their works was all but satiated. 


Following the 1963 Duchamp Retrospective and the renewed artistry of personalities 


like Salavador Dali, the Surréal World would change considerably. 


A Surréalist Resurgence was slowly launched and it appears to have been 
inadvertent, coinciding to a great extent with the unbridled sexuality of the 1960’s. 
While it may be easy to suggest that Duchamp was responsible for this resurgence, 
in retrospective it was perhaps a young and beautiful woman named Eve that lead 
the Adams of the Surréalist Movement back into Paradise. This perhaps why this 
photomontage is so unique for its time. Only a handful of pictures were taken by 


Wasser in the space of a thirty minute long chess game. The two chatted while they 
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played. One of things they chatted about was Babitz’s grandfather the composer 


Stravinsky and Firebirds, and his dalliances with Coco Chanel. 


The year 1963 is a rather significant year for the study of Popular Culture in the 
United States. It was the year of the assassination of President John F. Kennedy and 
the suicide of Marilyn Monroe. It was the year of the Mercury Astronauts in orbit 
around the Earth. It was the year that D.H. Lawrence”s book Lady Chatterly’s Lover 
was deemed to be artistic, not pornographic. It is the year that Hugh Heffner’s Play 
Boy Magazine sold like hot cakes. It is the year that lan Fleming’s James Bond 
appeared on the big screen in Goldfinger. It is the year sexuality burned like a hot 


prairie fire. 


I think 1963 should also be remembered as the year that a beautiful twenty year old 
Eve woman took off her dress, brassiere and panties and sat proudly and defiantly 


opposite an icon of the Surréalist Movement, playing out a surreal game of chess. 


And all the while as the two played with each other the burley and sweating workmen 
brought in the exhibit pieces, smirking to themselves in amazement at what they 
saw. The Gallery Manager, Walter Hopps, was nowhere to be seen and did not know 


this chess game was being played out. 


Eve Babitz’s sexual relationship with the much older Gallery Manager was part of 


the drama. 


Duchamp had met and talked with Walter Hopps before the chess game, but met Eve 


Babitz only moments before the photomontage were taken. 
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As they sat together the Frenchman Marcel Duchamp had no understanding of the 
motivation of why a young woman would want sit naked and played chess with him, 


perhaps thinking it was une Action Surréale for a Surréal Retrospective exhibit. 


The photography had proposed the idea to the two subjects of the photomontage. 
Duchamp was not aware of the sexual tension between the twenty year old Eve and 
the decade older, and married Walter Hopps. Eve had taken birth control pills for 
the first time earlier in the week and her breasts had ballooned as if she were pregnant 


— adding to the surrealism of the photomontage. 


Eve loved the idea of the nude chess game, and knew that she would be getting under 


Hopp’s skin while doing something that would bring her fame and notoriety. 
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Eve would later admit that ... there was method to her madness. 


ih 


Duchamp and Hopps discussing the Retrospective Exhibit, 1963 


Marcel Duchamp emphasizing a point, Retrospective, 1963 
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Marcel Duchamp pointing to the Urinal, Retrospective, 1963 


In the early 1960s, Hopps, who was then married to art historian Shirley Nielsen, 
began an affair with the young Eve. Just when it started no one knows. Rumor has 


it that Babitz and Hopps had had sex when she was just the age of consent ... 


Eve Babitz, circa 1959 
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By 1963 Hopps was also making advances towards Eve”s younger 17-year-old sister 
Miranda, although it appears with less success. It was in the midst of Hopp’s lust for 
two Babitz girls that Eve played her moves. It was also her first brush with sex and 


notoriety. 


Eve Babitz, circa 1963 


Eve claims that she didn’t receive an invite to the Duchamp’s Retrospective opening 
at the Hotel Green because Walter Hopps’s suspicious wife was in town, but Babitz’s 
younger sister Miranda, got to attend. Arrangements were made by Hopps for 
photographer Julian Wasser to drive Miranda to the opening. The lothario Julian 


Wasser was a figurative photographer who enjoyed taking pictures of young women. 
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Seething with envy towards Hopps, Eve Babitz wanted to take revenge on her 
paramour. Wasser, who was known for taking nude photographs of young women, 
suggested a titillating form of retribution: playing chess in the nude, with Duchamp 


at the museum. 


Babitz told the Archives of American Art that the proposition seemed “like the best 
idea I’d ever heard in my life....I mean, it was, not only was it vengeance, it was 
art.” Lessening her own inhibitions, perhaps, was the fact that Wasser had already 
shot her naked, at her own command: To stoke amorous fires Eve had requested and 


Wasser had obliged to take sexy snapshots of her to share with men. 


Let deal with a few misconceptions, shall we. It was not of Duchamp”s doing that 
this nude pictorial came about. It was foisted upon Marcel Duchamp within the 
Gallery by both Babitz and the photographer Julian Wasser, neither of whom he had 
met until they walked up to him in the gallery, introduced themselves and then 
proposed the photoshoot. Wasser was doing a photo layout of the Duchamp 


Retrospective for Time Magazine. 


Wasser coordinated the photo shoot without alerting either the museum or Duchamp 
about his intentions. During the chess game, Babitz and Duchamp discussed her 


godfather, Stravinsky, and his famous 1910 suite, The Firebird. 
Duchamp won their speed chess games as Wasser clicked his shutter. Towards the 


end of the game, Hopps walked into the gallery and was so surprised that his jaw hit 


the floor. According to Babitz, he began returning her calls after the incident. 


91 


Wasser showed Babitz the proofs. She enjoyed them and selected one in which she 
was turned away from the camera, her face obscured by her bobbed hair, for general 
circulation. At first, she wanted to conceal her identity from the public, though she 
eventually opened up about her participation in the famous photograph. Her picture 
showed conveyed both shyness and exhibitionism, a plea for both attention and 


anonymity. 


Why a game of chess? ... Chess is considered the universal game of the Surréalists 


(oh and the Dadaists as well ... if you insist for distinctions ...) 


Duchamp was famous for many of his art pieces including his submissions to the 
1913 Amory showing which included four pieces including Nu qui Descendant 
PEscalier. Today the piece is in the collection of the Philadelphia Museum of Art. 


Wasser used this as a conceptual starting point in putting together the photoshoot. 


It was Wasser’s idea to do the nude photoshoot and the both Wasser and Babitz 
foisted the idea on Duchamp of a surreal game of chess. I don’t know of any seventy- 


six year old male artist who would turn down such an offer. 


Duchamp himself described what prompted this type of art by him: 


“In 1912 ... the idea of describing the movement of a nude coming downstairs 
while still retaining static visual means to do this, particularly interested me. 
The fact that I had seen chronophotographs of fencers in action and horse 
galloping (what we today call stroboscopic photography) gave me the idea for 
the Nude. It doesn’t mean that I copied these photographs. The Futurists were 
also interested in somewhat the same idea, though I was never a Futurist. And 
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of course the motion picture with its cinematic techniques was developing 


then too. The whole idea of movement, of speed, was in the air”. 


Duchamp, Nu qui Descendant l’Escalier 
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Duchamp is also remembered for doing the Adam and Eve pictorial in 1925 


Adam and Eve , Marcel Duchamp & 
Brogna Perlmütter, Man Ray 1925 


At the Retrospective, a table with the chess set was the central piece in one of the 
galleries of the exhibit and it had been intended that Duchamp would sit and play 
chess with visitors to his Retrospective. The artist himself would be un tableau 


vivant. 


Hopps played chess with Duchamp, at the opening of the Retrospective the day after 
the Surréal game with Eve Babitz. This is one of the pictures that appeared in the 


local media of Duchamp playing chess with Hopps. 
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You have to wonder what Marcel Duchamp was thinking after he won the game! 
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By the end of the Retrospective Exhibit Marcel Duchamp had fitted together all the 
pieces in the puzzle of Eve Babitz and Walter Hopps. He knew then that Eve had 


played him like a chess piece and that she had been an artist and an instigator. 


But what makes the Retrospective memorable are the photographs that Wasser took 


of the Surréal Chess Game. 
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Eve to Her Adam by Patrick Bruskiewich 


The following year there was also the student who re-introduced me to art modeling. 
When I was an undergraduate I happen to be auditing a mid-afternoon class in 
probability, on Monday, Wednesday and Friday. I usually sat near the back because 
this particular class was for math students and I — not being a math student — was 
clearly an outsider. In this class I was not the only interloper. They let us non- 
mathematicians in because there were always a few empty seats at the back of the 


class. 


Inevitably the last person to arrive each Wednesday afternoon class was a 
Rubenesque blonde, very much a renaissance Aphrodite, who seemed more out of 
place than I was. I also noticed that on Wednesdays she would arrive with a large 


artists sketch pad under her arm. 


After her third Wednesday late arrival my curiosity got the better of me and so as 
we gathered our books and notes at the end of that class I drew up the courage to 
introduce myself. Her name was Lauren (I use a pseudonym here) and she said she 


was taking a humanities degree and was taking the math “just out of interest.” 


I pointed at it and the asked her about the sketch pad and she smiled looking 
conspiratorially around the class. “Not here”, her voiced dropped almost to a 
whisper, “let's go for coffee at the bus stop.” The Bus Stop was the name of the old 


cafeteria across the street from the old math building. 


Our class was on the second floor of the vintage math building. I swear that the floor 


boards creaked as we walked along the hall way, down the stairs and out into the 
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street. She was walking with quite a clip and I was having a difficult time keeping 


up with her in the throng of students rushing to their next class. 


When I got to the bottom of the stairs and exited the old oak doors she was waiting 
impatiently for me. We crossed the street without saying a word and she made a 
bee-line to a wndow booth near the back of the crowded café. That booth had some 
dirty dishes but that didn’t deter her. She sat herself down and pushed the dirty 
dishes to the front edge of the booth. 


I followed her into the booth and sat with my back now to the door. Lauren raised 
her hand and waved for a waitress. As she did this I had the odd feeling an ol” gun 
fighter — would never have his back to the door. But I figured I had no choice but to 
let this feeling drop just this once. 

She was looking past me back at the door of the Bus Stop cafe. I looked over my 
shoulder and saw a fellow standing in the doorway trying to decide whether he was 
going to come in. As I looked back he decided to turn and make a speedy exit. 

I turned back to her. “You recognize someone?” 

She shook her head and looked down. My sixth sense told me otherwise. 

“* .. expecting someone?” 


“No 99 


“You seem to be watching the door?” 
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“It’s just someone I know, .” 


“Ah ... I recognize him as one of the students in the math class we had just had.” 


Her old boyfriend, I thought. 

She nodded. “He”s just one of the math students who is helping me with probability 
and statistics homework.” She said this nonchalantly and looked up over my 
shoulder as ifto double check. “He”s gone,” she said. 

I smiled knowingly. I had an instantaneous vision of her and her love sick 
mathematician friend working together late at night in the library or some coffee 
shop — maybe even here at the Bus Stop in this same booth — she on her math and he 


on her. 


My sixth sense told me there was more to the story and that 1t was best not to ask 


and just let the matter drop, at least for now. 


It was almost as if she was reading my mind. “You're not a math student are you?” 


I shook my head. 


Her face became rather somber. “Good ...Mathematicians are screwballs.” 


“But I do like math ...” I paused for emphasis. “I am just auditing the course 


because I need to learn the math.” 
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“Oh.” For a blink of an eye a flicker of what could have passed as fear ran across 


her eyes. 


“But I am not a screw ball ...” I gave her a warm and encouraging smile. 


Perhaps this was a moment of decision for her for Lauren studied the earnest 


expression on my face for a second then laughed. She decided to stay and settled in. 


Then she leaned forward and asked. “You won't screw around with me will you?” 


“T am not quite sure I am following what you are saying ...” 


“It’s my mind you are interested in right?” 


I looked at her and didn’t know how to answer that retort and so I merely said “I am 


catholic.” 


While she said this I noticed she reached for a gold cross on a necklace around her 
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neck. “... soam I...” She fingered it nervously. 


Į was a little less uncertain, but not too pleased with the complications — all I wanted 


was a cup of coffee and a good conversation — and so I leaned forward and shifted. 


She stopped her nervousness. I think Lauren thought I was about to stand and 


abandon her in the booth, for she quickly asked me “Do you like art?” 
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“Yes.” I hadn’t expected the question about art. I was expecting a question or two 
about the math homework we had. My voice was a bit uncertain, so I nodded to 
provide some legitimacy to my answer. 


She smirked. “Do you have a favorite artist?” 


I wondered if this was to become a game of twenty questions? There was only one 


way to find out, with a terse answer. “I do.” 
She waited a few seconds expecting more. The awkwardness was broken by the 
waitress, dressed in a well-worn yellow dress and white apron, suitably stained with 


coffee asking “do ya wanta menu?” 


Lauren shook her head and firmly ordered “Coffee with cream ... and an apple pie, 


heated and a la mode.” 


The waitress smiled knowingly. “The usual ...” and wrote down Lauren’s order. 


Then the waitress turned to me. 


“Coffee for me ... just black.” 


She placed a hand on her hip. “Want anything else with that deary?” 


Her assertive gaze had no effect on me, nor her attempt to up-sell my simple cup of 


coffee. I shook my head. “I will just stick to black coffee, thank you.” The waitress 


seemed to mind my austere “cup-of-coffee”. She picked up the dirty dishes, but she 
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didn’t wipe the table and high tailed it back to the counter with the dirty dishes and 


our order. I guess we were hardly worth her effort. 


With a blasé motion I flicked a few crumbs off the table on to the floor. Lauren 


turned back to me. “You didn’t answer the question.” 


“Yes I did ... you asked me if I had a favorite artist.” I thought I might push back a 


bit and see what happened. “I answered your question.” 


“Are all math types eggheads?” 


I shrugged my shoulders, raised my hands and smiled. “Define egg head ...” 


“Too much brain ... and too much sex on the brain.” 


This told me all I needed to know about Lauren and her lovesick mathematician 


friend. I shrugged. “You know what they say about there be only enough blood in 


a man for thought ... or for other things ...” 


“Ok ...” Lauren seemed amused by my riposte. “Let me ask you ... who is your 


favorite artist? 


“Well ... I have several artists who I admire ... Michel Angelo” (I made sure to 
separate the two names as someone knowledgeable of art would do) “Matisse, 


Rodin, Renoir ... but perhaps my most favorite artist is...” 


On queue the waitress arrived back with our coffees and interrupted my words. 
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She set down the china cups with saucers and poured our coffees. “Freshly brewed” 


the waitress said.” 


She then turned to Lauren “here’s your cream deary” and set the stainless steel cream 
pour beside her coffee “your pie will be another minute ...”. I knew that Lauren was 


annoyed by the waitress’ interruption. 


I think the waitress supposed this too, having perhaps borne witness to Lauren’s past 
rendezvous here at back booth in the Bus Stop. She looked at me with a expression 
of warning, then the old waitress left in a dramatic swirl of her yellow dress and 


stained apron. 


I admit I was amused by Lauren’s annoyance, and had to work hard to hide my 


merriment. I also think I understood the old waitress’ warning. 


As she poured her cream Lauren pressed on “... your most favourite artists is ...” I 


noticed she didn’t have a spoon. 


I decided to have some more fun with her and with an inquisitive tone I asked 
“spoon?” as I handed her mine. She looked down and noticed her spoon was missing 


and took the one I offered her. 


Then I took the bowl of sugar cubes from the window side of the booth and handed 
it to her. She took one, then another, then a third sugar and mixed them in. As I 
watched her I measured her and her coffee. It was 1/3 coffee. 1/3 cream and 1/3 
sugar ... 
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How someone takes their coffee says something about a person. She was mixed up. 


In a huff with me she repeated her question “Who is your most favorite artist?” 


I lifted my cup and took a slow and delicious sip of my black coffee. I wanted things 
straight and uncomplicated. Slowly I set the cup down and rubbed my tongue across 
my lips, then I smugly answered her direct question, “Leonardo da Vinci ... he has 
been my favorite since I was six years old.” 
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“Really ... six years old!” She was definitely annoyed and did not sound convinced. 
“Well ...,” I took another slow sip of coffee for emphasis. Can’t say I wasn’t having 
fun with her. “That was the year my mother let me look at her Time-Life book about 
him.” 

The look on Lauren’s face was a mix between bewilderment and disbelief. Perhaps 
she thought I was some kind of closet prodigy — but I was merely persistent and 


stubborn — ask my mom. 


I waited a second before continuing. “At six I could appreciate most of his drawings 
and paintings but couldn’t read the words. The words came later. Besides at that 
age my mom didn’t want me to get into the habit of sneaking a peek at anything 


other than the male form” 


She smiled. That seemed to set her mind at rest. “Can you draw?”, she asked. 


“A little but not very well.” 
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The waitress arrived with her apple pie a la mode. And I let her dig in for a few 
minutes while I studied her. She was well dressed in a grey blouse with a grey skirt, 
with a jacket that had a flare to 1t. She wore a practical pair of Italian shoes, with a 
small buckle on it. She wore a scarf that was a light blue that contrasted with the 
darker blue of her jacket. All in all, her style was European, either German or 
Austrian. Definitely not French of Italian. I put my money on Austrian, because of 


the Italian shoes. 

Lauren had a round face, with big brown eyes and shoulder length hair that was 
looked after. She wore simple ear rings. Her bosom was quite a hand full, which 
was understandable given her sweet tooth. Rubens would be pleased with her, 
Renoir less so. 

I think Lauren noticed that I was sizing her up and so she set aside her half-finished 
apple pie. I guess she figured she could get back to it now that the vanilla ice cream 
was gone. 

“You have European heritage don’t you?” 

“How do you figure that?” 

“Y our fashion sense.” 


“She glanced down at what she was wearing. “Is that what you were looking at.” 


I must have blushed because she continued on. 
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“Or was it what is underneath?” 

I smiled and blushed a bit more. 

“Just as I thought ... do you like what you see?” 

I pointed to her sketch book. “You haven’t shown me anything yet.” 

She opened her sketch book. She showed me a figurative sketch, then another and 
another, all rapid drawings made in pencil. They were mostly female figuratives. 
There were a few male figuratives near the back of the sketchbook and I wondered 
whether they might be sketches of her love sick mathematician. 

The final drawing was a portrait of him and that betrayed the matter. 

“They are lovely,” I said. “You are a very good artist.” 

“Thank you ...” She explained that she was always late for the Wednesday 
afternoon classes because she had a figurative drawing session during the two hours 
before. It was a drop extracurricular art class organized by the some art students, on 
campus. To attend cost $ 2 a session. The proceeds went to pay the models. 

She looked up at me. “Have you ever drawn from a model before?” 


I shook my head. 
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Lauren leaned back in the booth and pressed her hands against the table edge in glee, 


“you must come then ... next Wednesday.” 


I started to feel my face grow warm and my loins stir. 


I looked down. “I think I would find it hard to concentrate if not draw ...” 


Lauren obviously felt emboldened by my admission. “If you have never done this 
before then you must come.” I could tell she felt the need to instruct this novice in 
the praxis of the artistic world, in the manner that a grown woman might instruct a 


young man in the art of love. 


I thought maybe an excuse or two would get me out of the invite. “I don’t have a 


sketch pad and any good pencils.” That was a feeble excuse even to my ears. 


“I have an extra sketch pad I can lend you and ... well ... don’t tell me you don’t 


have any pencils.” 


Just then my godsend the waitress arrived to top up our coffees. She glanced down 
at the sketch books and noticed the drawings. “You an artist deary?” She asked 


Lauren with her drawl. I looked out the window as the waitress asked her. 


Blood was rushing to that province between my navel and my knees. My Catholic 
parents had kept me on the straight and narrow. But here was an invitation that would 
not send me to hell — after all Michel Angelo had decorated the ceiling of the Sistine 
Chapel with figuratives. 
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It had started to rain outside and I watched some of the drops as they rolled down 
the window pane. I turned back. The waitress had now left. Lauren had closed her 
sketchbook. I could tell that she was now studying me. 

“You have never seen a nude before in real life have you? 

I turned to look at her and smiled. But again, I was not convincing. 


“No you haven't.” 


I pointed out the window to the boulevard. “Just over there ... the Lady Godiva 


Ride ...” 

“What ... last month!” As she laughed her hair and bosom bobbed in unison. “The 
engineers and their folly. That doesn’t count.” The engineers at our university use 
to have an annual Lady Godiva ride (now long discontinued). 

“And why not?” 

“She might have had no bra on ... but her bottom was covered,” Lauren grabbed her 
bosom, “and besides her long hair was concealing her boobs.” I was surprised in 


Lauren’s use of the slang. But she had a point. 


Lady Godiva had ridden past just as the two of us were leaving the math class — in 


fact right past the Bus Stop café — and so if I had seen her, so had Lauren. 
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On that afternoon several weeks back I had been close enough to the beautiful 
woman on the horse that I could tell her toe nails were painted the same red as her 
panties, and that she was a strawberry blonde. But I could also tell she was wearing 


a strawberry blonde wig that did cover her bosom. 


I looked out the window again. Lauren could tell I needed a moment or two to collect 


my thoughts and so she finished her apple pie and left me in peace. 
I felt her hand on mine. It was warm and soft. “Come on it will be fun.” She smiled. 
“We can meet here for lunch next Wednesday at 10:30 then go to the 11:00 drawing 


class. Lunch and the session will be my treat.” 


She squeezed my hand with such earnestness that I nodded. If I got cold feet I just 


might not show up. 
Gallantly I said “in that case let me pick up our pie and coffees.” I dug a few dollars 
out of my wallet and plunked them down on the table. The waitress reappeared to 


settle the receipt and I left a pile of coins as a tip. 


When we got to the door Lauren looked outside and then noticed it was raining. I 


handed her my folding umbrella. “Well ... you might need this.” 


“You don’t need it?” 


I shook my head and opened the door. Together we walked out of the Bus Stop café. 


I don't know why we did but at the very same moment we both looked across the 
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road and through the window and into the math library. There was the lovesick math 


student watching the comings and goings into the Bus Stop café. 


Even from where we were, across the street, we could see he had a stern and severe 


look on his face. She turned to ignore him, as I did as well. 


“See you in class on Friday,” she said, and “thanks for lending me you umbrella.” 
She dashed out in the rain calling back over her shoulder. “I'm late for my next 


class.” 


I looked at my watch. She would be twenty five minutes late and I had missed my 


afternoon bus. 


The sky had now opened up and it was raining cats and dogs and I would have to 
wait a good half hour at the bus stop in the rain for the next one. Instead, I made my 
way to the main library in search of art books on “how to draw the figure ... I had a 


week after all. 


Next Wednesday, after several days of careful reading, two sketch books, a half 
dozen Staedtler HB pencils, and six frantic late night drawing session I figured I was 


just about ready to try the real thing. 


Lauren arrived several minutes late next Wednesday at the Bus Stop café. Sitting in 
the same booth in the far back this time I had my eyes on the door and my back to 
the wall — as any old gun fighter wanted. Once again her lovesick friend followed 


her in but got cold feet, turned tail and left. 
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I admit I almost wished she hadn’t shown up because I was getting cold feet. She 


was happy to see me and our lunch was pleasant enough. 


We ate our light lunch and conversed about this that and the other things, and even 
talked a bit about math, and with sandwiches and her “usual” now disposed of, she 
led the way on this adventure. I tried to keep up but she was a woman on her quest. 
She had to stop twice times so that I could catch my breath. It was a five minute 


walk, and a tiring one at the clip she was on, before we arrived. 


Just before we walked into the building I swore I saw a familiar face duck between 


one of the trees in the boulevard. I don’t think she saw him. 


The drawing session was in a run-down single story green building that doubled as 
a practice theatre for the drama students. I had walked by this non-descript building 


many times before without giving it a second thought. 


Just before we entered, Lauren took me by the arm and steered me through the door. 
There was no escaping this now, I thought. We entered though one of the two tall, 
ponderous, over height doors that went to the very roof of the building. The doors 


swung closed behind us with a loud clack, as 1f to herald our arrival. 


Five sets of shrewd and probing eyes met our arrival. The first thing I noticed was 
that all the other artists were woman and I was now the only man in the place. Once 


again I was an interloper. 


I looked around. The space was bare and run down. The roof was held up by a 
trellis system made of wood. There was a double peaked skylight letting in sunlight. 
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There was a ceiling mounted air unit that was chugging away noisily trying to heat 
the space. The floor was painted concrete but the white paint had been scrapped 
away in large measure. The walls were plywood, also painted white, and also 


scuffled away in parts, here and there covered with different colored paints. 


On the far wall, there was a plain clock, a back door and no window. An old fashion 
1940’s black telephone was mounted on the wall near the back door. To the left 
were shelves of art supplies and standing upright against the shelves were stacks of 
canvasses, some blank, most not. To the right a simple divider all but hide the 
washroom, which was the only interior room to the building at the rear corner of the 
space. There was a sink on the wall closest the washroom. The whole place 


probably dated back to the war years or at least the late 1940’s. 


Scattered around the centre of the room were a dozen well-used easels and tall three 
legged stools that were also covered in paint. The space smelled of oil paints and 


solvents. This was definitely an artist's studio. 


Lauren greeted her compatriots curtly and introduced me to the other artists — all 
Aphrodites; Ingrid, Glynis, Meghan, Kristi and Karen. They were compatriots — 
somewhere between acquaintances and colleagues — but definitely not her friends. I 


sensed they hadn’t been told that Lauren was “bringing a friend.” 
She squeezed my arm and then go. At that moment, I felt like an odd duckling of a 


child stepping into a sand-box of entitled kids for the first time, and by accident 


knocking over a sand-castle. But no bother, I was here, at least to say hello. 
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It is said you can tell a great deal about a person by what they wear and how they 
present themselves in public. As I looked at the gathered group I measured them up. 
They were an eclectic and interesting brood. A ménage that probably went “Double 


Dutch” as far as their art was concerned. 


Ingrid was perhaps the oldest of the bunch and the organizer of the session, and had 
a bored expression on her face, as 1f she was tired of the job. She was wearing a 
plain gray dress with pockets, with dabs of bright colors here and there — an artist’s 


garb. 


Glynis wore a string of pearls over a simple blouse and skirt. She was dressed 
impeccably and did not strike me as a faculty member but more so a well to do 
housewife who did this as a lark or as a way to break her domestic dullness. Her eyes 
were inviting, and almost hungry. She walked up and took my hand when we were 


introduced, the only one of the five to do so. 


Meghan, a big-boned and chubby girl of perhaps her mid-twenties, was dressed in 
well-worn jeans that drooped over her hips, and a comfortable grey sweat shirt, and 
sandals. She was smoking a cigarette and I could easily tell by her bits and bobs that 
she was only wearing her jeans and sweat short and nothing else underneath. She 
was definitely the easy-going type. She looked at me with the knowing eyes of 
someone who was well familiar with male physiology. She drew a long post-coital 


drag from her cigarette as 1f reminiscing. 


Kristi had well coiffured, blonde hair and a powerful gaze with her grey-blue eyes. 


She wore a jump-suit that was strangely not covered in paint. Her eyes were 
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penetrating and critical. I immediately and unambiguously sensed she viewed my 


presence as an intrusion and with a great deal of feminine skepticism. 


The youngest of the group was Karen. Karen visage didn’t look a day over twelve. 
She had small hands and feet but her simple dress and well matched shoes and her 


ample figure told me that she was at least in her late teens. 


After the introductions, Lauren walked over to one of the available easels and then 
we both waited a few minutes. The other artists were chatting amongst themselves 


and Lauren was making polite conversation with me. 


I could tell that something was amiss. I thought it might be my presence but Ingrid 
was ill at ease for a different reason — she kept looking at her watch. About five 


minutes before the drawing session was scheduled to begin the telephone rang. 


I was surprised by the shrill ring and knew immediately that it bode ill. Ingrid 
answered the phone. Everyone in the room could hear her side of the conversation. 
“You should have phoned sooner.” There was a trill of disappointment that rippled 


around the room. The model had not yet shown up. 


Ingrid turned to face the people in the room as she spoke on the phone. “No ... it’s 
too late to get a replacement.” We all listened a half minute or so. “I guess we will 
have to cancel ...bye.” Ingrid carefully put the telephone back on the cradle and 


paused a second. 
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“The model can’t come today. She”s mens ...” Ingrid was looking at me as she said 
this and caught herself. “It’s her time of the month.” I of course knew what she was 


alluding to. 


Ingrid turned to face the other artists. “We will have to cancel ... ,” and nonchalantly 


continued,” unless one of you want to volunteer to model for us today.” 


“Only if he leaves.” Kristi was biting in her words. She was pointing at me. 


Lauren came to my defense. “I invited him. Why should he leave?” 


“Because ... I am not going to get naked with a man about.” 


“Neither am I,” said Karen. To hear this from Kristi and Karen was no great surprise. 


Meghan was already putting her things away. 


Glynis spoke up. “Why don’t we ask him to model for us? Sort of an initiation to 


our group.” 


The room went silent. Here was the arsonist’s dilemma in its artistic version. Two 
arsonists are in a closed room, each with a match and the floor is covered in gasoline. 
Neither arsonist wants to miss the fun, but neither can safely strike the match. If I 
said no ... I would not be allowed back. If I said yes ... well ... I was not quite sure 


what would happen. 


I gave Glynis the evil eye. She smiled mischievously. 
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It was then that I noticed that Lauren was silent and watching me with some 
trepidation. If I said no she would lose stature with the compatriots. If I said yes, I 
was unsure how she would react, but knew the others would hold her in higher 


esteem. 


I stood there silent for a moment, rather self-conscious and studied the faces of the 


six women. Even Kristi had an air of expectation. 


I felt a bit of discomfort, well, to be honest a great deal of it. 


“It's all in the name of art ...”, Kristi said. I was surprised in her soft tone for I had 


sensed a few minutes before a great deal of animosity towards me. 


Meghan spoke up next, “we haven't had a male model ... at least while I have been 


coming ...” 


The six of them were presenting their best case. I heard Glynis say “that would be 


a change ... I am tired or drawing women.” 


Karen spoke next ...almost in a whisper “I have never drawn a male figure before 
... or even seen a naked man ...” That was a bold admission on her part. The other 


women looked at her in astonishment. 
I glanced at her and smiled. Her face was crimson red and glowing with 
embarrassment. We were in the same boat, so to speak for I had never seen a naked 


woman before. 


116 


For the last few minutes my blood pressure was steadily climbing as was a 
physiological response. Without looking down I wondered if this was becoming 


apparent. 


Lauren had been watching me closely and I suspect she knew. She spoke up “think 
of how special this can be!” When she said this I felt both trapped and set up. If I 


said no than I would never be able to come draw with the group, and she knew it. 


She was being very presumptuous. I looked at her and then a thought came to mind. 
I leaned over and whispered something in her ear. She step back with a start. I 


turned to the group with a smile. 


It was Ingrid who asked for the group. “What did he say?” 


Lauren looked at me with a smirk. “He said he won’t model alone. It’s Adam and 
Eve ... or Adam leaves Paradise.” Lauren looked at me with irritation. The five 


other women just laughed. 


They hadn’t thought I would be so cheeky. “And so ... who will join me?” I studied 


the faces of the others. 


It was Glynis who suggested that this was only fair. I wondered if she was 
volunteering. Karen stuttered when she said “how will we decide?” Ingrid said “not 


me!” The others remained silent. 


Lauren looked at me as she asked, “so how are we to decide?” As she asked me this 
I could see that her mouth stood half-opened and her eyes were half-closed. 
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Warm blood was pulsating through my veins, and there was a gentle singing in my 


ears. I knew to take this one step at a time. I shrugged my shoulders. 


Ingrid smiled and then turned to her easel and disappeared for a moment. When she 
reappeared she was holding five pencils upright in her left hand. “Shortest pencil ... 


models as Eve.” There she was getting into the spirit of the occasion. 


The first to draw was Kristi, but she drew a long pencil. Next was Karen, another 
long. That left three pencils. Glynis drew a third long. That left Meghan and 


Lauren. Ingrid offered the two remaining choices to Meghan. She drew a long. 


Then Ingrid handed the last pencil to Lauren it was a short. Kristi was pleased and 
exclaimed “it seems only fair ... eh Lauren.” The others were strangely silent. I 


sensed their disappointment as they returned to their easels to get ready to draw. 


I looked into Lauren’s face. She was frightened expression but not because I would 


see her in the raw. “What are you worried about?” I quietly asked her. 


“I have never modeled before....” She was short of breath and losing composure. 
She was to stand in judgment, naked before her compatriots. To be naked in front 
of strangers is anonymous, to be naked in front of her compatriots was a form of 
punishment. I could see that in her eyes. The tables had been turned by fate and she 


was about to experience original sin. I felt a pang of sorry for her. 
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Now I felt less discomfort, for the woman did not know me for Adam. “Neither have 
I... “I held out my hand to her and said, “but it looks like we are in this together.” I 


was to be lead into Paradise.. 


“You can disrobe behind the divider or in the washroom,” Ingrid pointed to the 
corner of the room closest to the washroom. I motioned with my hand and Lauren 
knew the choice was hers. I somehow knew that if I went into the washroom I would 
probably lock the door and not come out. The divider wasn’t much of a comfort 


either. 


Lauren said that she would use the washroom ... and disappeared in the blink of an 


eye leaving me by myself at the centre of the room. 


Well, I thought, this is it. I walked over to an easel and checked to see the paint was 
dry on its surface. Then I slowly took off my coat, sweater and tie off and hung 


them over the unused easel. 


I reached down and undid my shoe laces and removed my shoes and my socks. The 
floor was cold. It was then that I sensed someone was standing behind me and slowly 


turned. 


It was Karen holding a folded pale blue blanket, which she handed to me. “Ingrid 


said you might need this to keep warm. 


I took the blanket and thanked her. She stood for a moment, struggling to say 
something. “If you don’t want me to stay, I will leave.” She was shyly looking 
down as she asked. 
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“If you want to stay ...”. She looked up at me. She had a worried look on her face. 
She didn’t say anything. “Have you seen pictures of Michel Angelo’s paintings on 
the ceiling in the Sistine Chapel, or his David in Florence?” 


She nodded. 


“Why are you so worried then?” As we spoke I started to undo the buttons on my 


shirt. 


“This is different ...” 


I took off my shirt. 


“How is this different?” I asked. 


She watched me as I undid the buckle of my belt. Her pupils began to dilate wide. I 


could see a vein on the side of her neck begin to pulse and her cheeks begin to flush. 


“Please ... stay.” I don’t know why I said please. Or why it mattered to me that 


she would stay. The whole experience for me was both complicated and surreal. 


She turned around and walked back to her easel. Iturned my back to the room and 
dropped my pants then stood. One more piece of clothing and I was back into a 
primitive state. Given the amount of hair on my body I guess it could be called a 


primate state as well. 
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I dropped the last piece of clothing, still with my back to the room. While I was 
partly hidden behind the easel, it would be evident to the artists that Adam had 


arrived. 


Perhaps it was the cold, or perhaps it was the excitement, but as I stood with my 
back to the room I began to have goose bumps, and a warm and indescribable feeling 


started to flood my body — endorphins. I was getting high on fear, or was it desire? 


I bent down and picked up the blanket, and with it strategically placed in front of me 
(but not touching me mind you for I didn’t know where that blanket had been) I 
turned around and marched to the centre of the room. There five pairs of eyes 


watched me with hungry anticipation. 


I stood there quite alone and quite naked. I let the blanket drop to the floor. But it 
disappointed the five women, for before I let the blanket fall out of modesty, and the 
need to hide my arousal, I had placed a hand over my naughty bits. I cupped my 
pouch in my hand ...and my arousal ran passed my wrist by some inches but was 


well hidden behind my arm. 
Her timing could not have been better for as I now stood defenseless in front of the 
others, Eve appeared, wrapped in a robe mind you. She saw me there at the centre 


of the room and paused. 


Ingrid piped in. “Good now we can begin.” 
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Lauren had the robe tightly wound around her. Her hair was down and I could see 
she was in her bare feet. I could also see she found the floor cold. Lauren’s face 


almost solemn. I smiled, “come stand on the blanket the floor is cold,” I said. 


Lauren hesitated for a moment as she studied me and then opened the robe as if 
Venus stepping from the oyster shell. Her figure bounded out from behind the robe. 


She let the robe drop to the floor. I opened my mouth in awe. What an entrance! 


She slowly and enticingly promenaded to the centre of the room. As she did this I 
watched both her and the others watch her in some amazement. Her brown eyes 
peered intently into mine and nowhere else. She took her time and all but ignored 
the others. Her breasts kept cadence with her steps. I could feel her heat and 
intensity from across the room. She was having fun, far more fun than I was having 


I could tell you. I was getting hot too ... too hot. 


After what seemed like an eternity, for I swear time had slowed, she stood beside 
me and looked down at my modest hand. Slowly she reached across my body with 
her hand and lifted my hand away from my modesty, brushing her fingers across me. 


I nearly lost my composure and I suspected she knew that. 


As I stood there bare as the day I was born I was so overwhelmed I had to close my 
eyes and count to one hundred. With my eyes closed my other senses became acute. 
I could hear the eager pencil moving on paper and a hungry paint brush being dipped 
into watercolors. It is strange what your mind does when you are under duress and 


your eyes are closed. 
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For a split second I felt myself lift out of my body so that I was looking down from 
above. I soared around the room, an angel looking over the artist’s shoulders 
watching them as they watched me — watching them as they drew their conté or 


painted their watercolors. 


Ingrid was sketching broad lines. Glynis had started with my portrait. Meghan was 
painting an abstract with her watercolors — damned if I could see a man and woman 
in 1t. Kristi was drawing the beauty of Lauren and ignoring me. Karen was lingering 


over my masculinity and was sketching it carefully, slowly drawing it to fill the page. 


Even though I knew my ascension to be a surreal dream, I began to shiver. Lauren 
noticed this and asked “are you ok?” I think it was the endorphins but I felt very 
cold. Psychedelic patterns were appearing in diverging waves across my closed 


eyelids. I had never experienced this before. 


I still had my eyes closed and heard Ingrid’s voice. “Maybe we should get him to 


sit. It is cold in here.” 


I could hear motion near me but did not open my eyes. Then I felt Lauren guide me 
to a seat. When I opened my eyes there she was turned to me and I was transfixed 


peering up at her. 


I was like a Reuben’s painting of Aphrodite. It was the most amazing sight — the 
temptress holding my hand and standing before me. Her hair went down past her 
backside. Her awe-inspiring breasts swayed before me like two luscious sinful pears 
waiting to be picked. Her femininity was no longer hidden away but stood as two 
pink petals in a succulent garden. 
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My shuddering slowly ebbed as a deep and abiding warmth cursed through my veins. 
I no longer felt naked and vulnerable for I had been transformed into Adam in a 
modern version of the Garden of Eden with the Fall of Man as painted by Jan 


Brueghel the Elder and Pieter Paul Reubens in the 17" century. 


Just then the doors to the building opened and there stood Lauren’s love sick 
mathematician. Lauren had her back turned to the door and all he could see was her 
posterior. He took one look at Lauren standing there as naked as Eve in the Garden 
of Eden and yelled his anger at her in the fashion of a mouton enragé (as the French 


would say) and then slammed the door with a loud clack. 
I looked up at her with concern, but Lauren had a remarkable smile on her face. As 
I admired her serene composure, Eve leaned down, her beautiful breasts blocking 


my view of the rest of the room. 


I looked deep into her eyes. The pupils were wide and her eyes warm and inviting. 


They exuded such power over me. It was then that she whispered into my ear, 
“... Hello ... Beautiful!” 
And what happened next was quite involuntary, that I can assure you. With those 


two ingenuous words, and in a fit of sublime awkwardness, I stalwartly and 


passionately lost my composure. 
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You might wonder what happened next ... Lauren and I sort of touched off an 
awkward friendship but she wanted the wrong things from me. I just wanted to be 


friends ... Another of the Aphroditeans ... 
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The Warehouse Party by Gary McCrae 


[A reminiscence recounted by Gary McCrae] 


[San Francisco] The 1960’s is fondly remembered but many people who are now in 
their 80’s. For the rest of you, well, you just have to read the stories and perhaps 
smile. Not everything from the 1960’s was memorable mind you — the loss of two 
Kennedys and a King, the Viet Nam War, the Hong Kong Flu — but the decade was 
about youthfulness and about fun. It would be about racing to the Moon and beating 
the Ruskies. It was the time of the baby-boomers, of which I was one, a boy from 
Victoria who had meandered down to California to live the Cali lifestyle. And what 


a life-style! 


The 1950’s had been staid and proper. That long ten years was all about Ike, and the 
bomb and flashy cars and a boring, albeit pleasant, home life. But such pleasantries 
were not for everyone. There were the adventurous types, boys and girls (mostly 


boys until the pill came along). 


You might wonder why the Cali life was so full of hippies and deadheads. It may 
have simply been that in the States you had three coasts, the East, the Gulf and the 
West ... the East was too prim and proper, the Gulf too rugged and still the frontier... 
on Cali anything could go and no one would really care. Oh, and the weather, let me 
tell you about the weather here in Cali ... it never snowed and only seemed to rain 


when the rain was expected. And it rarely rained on anyone’s parade. 


On the East Coast you had New York, Greenwich Village, Andy Warhol and The 
Factory ... and a different Martini for every day in the month. On the Gulf you had 
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New Orleans and Mardi Gras ... which might have started on a Thursday but would 
continue for as long as the bourbon and bathtub hooch held out. On the West Coast 
... Well it was perhaps one big party of you knew the right people. Lucky for me I 
did. 


Who were the right people? It depended who you were and what you wanted in life. 
Being an artist, I wanted to hang about with other creative people. In San Francisco 
you didn’t have to look very far to find then. Or perhaps they found you. I was a 
graduate of the Rudolph Schaeffer School of Art and Design. Somehow I had 


acquired a reputation for my creativity, most fabric work in the Notam style. 


At the time I lived in a four story walk up in the Mission District and had a neighbor 
who took a liking to me. She always seemed to be prowl about when I left for work 
or came home late at night. I don’t know how she did it ... perhaps she asked the 
right people the right questions ... but she knew an awful lot about me. But the 
situation was not mutual. I didn’t really know much about her. It is not that she grew 
on me ... she sort of glommed on me. She wanted me to take her out ... and ‘show 


her the sights.’ 


This was odd for me for I was the ‘out-of-towner’ and she had grown up in Cali. I 
think she was lonely, because she started to call me “her man.” She said this to the 
postman who delivered our mail; To the grocery at the corner store; The druggist at 
the end of the block ... and then to me (I was the last to be told the news). She wanted 


to be taken out. 


Oh boy ... complications. But they were of the pleasant kind. She was a petite girl a 
few years younger than me. A bouncy brunette, well read, at least of the popular 
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genre. She was well turned out in her simple fashions. She had few pretenses, except, 


of course towards me. Having a soft heart I let her play out that charade. 


“Will you take me out?” Her eyes were luscious pools of emotion. If she were a kitten 
she could sit on my lap with those eyes. 

A kitten has a way with people. It is not an imposing way, just a persistence that 
can’t be faulted. She purred and purred and purred, until I could not say no to her. 
To stop her purring I relented. “Ok ... where do you want to go and what do you 


want to do?” 


“This Saturday ... let’s do something together this Saturday evening.” She seemed 


most insistent. I could have said no ... I should have said no ... but I didn’t. 


Well one of the few carry-overs from my *50”s up-bringing was my Saturday night 
was bath night; a warm bath, a good book and perhaps Sinatra on the radio. Yes ... 
I know ... how quaint, but the rest of my week is so busy that I don’t have much 


time to wash between my toes, behind my ears nor even scrub my back. 


But she was most unrelenting. “Saturday night ...” like Chinese water torture ... drip 


... drip ... drip ... “Saturday night ...” 


All during the week I asked “and what about Saturday night?” 


And all during the week she answered enigmatically “you’ll see!” 


By Friday she had me around her little finger. I caught her, for once, arriving home 


with her arms full of two grocery bags, and being a gallant dandy I took them off her 
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arms and she invited me into her apartment, two floor down from mine, for a glass 
of wine. I sat at her kitchen table as she set out her groceries. What is the difference 
between “putting away’ and “setting out?’ you may ask. She had bought things for a 


get together — wine, crackers, hors d'oeuvres and cheese. 


I asked her whether this ‘lay-out’was for Saturday Night. She just smiled 


enigmatically. “Just wear something nice,” she replied. 


Yes ... needless complications. I wondered if I should step in front of a tram and 


break my leg ... 


The following afternoon, around 4 she ordered us a taxi and when it arrived around 
6 she handed the driver a small piece of paper. As we settled into the back seat she 
turned to me, smiled and said “trust me ...” I had seen her smile often before, but 


this smile had an edge to it. 


Have you ever been told by a friend ...”trust me.” And, what resulted from this? 
Something good I hope. As I recount what our Saturday Night would become I leave 


it to you to decide what it became ... if you get my meaning, 


It was a surprise as we left the fashionable parts of ‘Frisco behind us and made our 
way to the seedy warehouse district. Most of the buildings were old and abandoned, 
except one, the one we pulled up to. The taxi man gave us a wondering look * you're 


the third fare I have dropped off here this evening ...’ 


We got out and started to the door. There were two bouncers but they were 
unexpected. Instead of being two mighty gorillas. They were two fashionably 
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dressed women, one with a phone in her hand. I guess someone at the other end of 


the phone would give the nod. 


My friend smiled and one of the women replied in kind. The other one spoke a word 


or two into the phone. There was a pause then a nod and then we were in. 


The ground floor of the warehouse was empty, dark, dusty and grey. The only colour 
and light was near the freight elevator at the back. As we walked across the floor, 
my friend”s high heal shoes produced a clickety-clack sound that just made the room 
seem twice as hollow and four times as ominous. What had I gotten myself into, I 


thought during the long and horrorisant trod to the elevator. 


Again, two very fashionably dressed women at the elevator, one to usher us into the 
lift, and close the heavy metal door behind us, and the other to operate the heavy 
metal lift mechanism. The lift operator was as tiny as a mouse. I could see she took 
all her strength to operate the lever mechanism, but by the smile on her face I knew 


she was enjoying the whole power trip. 


It was a slow ascent to the top floor. And with each passage of a floor the sound of 
a get together got louder and louder. The sound was hard to describe. It was a mix 
between a rumble and a rabble. The rumble came from jazz being played live and 


the rabble came from the myriad of the voices of the party goers. 
My friend had set our sights on the most unique party of that *60”s season. I had 
heard rumors that some gathering was going to happen ... they called them 


happenings, as 1f they were spontaneous ... but the rumors were just wisps and 
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whispers, here and there among my circle of creatives. Well this was anything but 


spontaneous. 


The bars to the lift could not be lifted fast enough for my friend she peered through 
the bars like a hungry tigress before her meal. She looked up at me with eyes that 


sparkled and a smile that could melt an iceberg. 


“Aren’t you glad you trusted me?” She dashed into the crowd. I stepped off the lift 


and looked around the large floor. 


The rabble was a mix of fashionables and hippies. I recognized Allen Ginsberg, John 
Kerouac and Paddy O’Sullivan. Like three vertices of an equilateral triangle they 
marked their territory among admiring gaggles of partygoers, mostly women 


fashionably dressed. 


My friend rushed back and grabbed my hand and excitedly bellowed “let me 
introduce you to someone I know.” The lift door slammed shut behind me and I felt 
like I was about to be thrown to the tigers. I am not one for parties. Let alone large 
parties, let alone circuses, but I was here and she was here and well she was pretty 
strong for her slight height and weight. She dragged me along, through the rabble, 
parting the people like a Moses parting a troubled waters. 


It was to Paddy O’Sullivan she dragged me. He looked up at me with big, bushy, 
bored eyes as he said “glad you could make it,” above the horrorisant sound and 


patted my friend on her backside with his big, bushy bored hands. 


She didn’t mind the man handling. 
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The two started into an unfinished conversation they had from a previous encounter 
and so I soon felt the third man ... I let they prattle on and smiled meekly from time 
to time, nodding for effect, and as they got further and further into something to do 


with avant garde poetry I drifted over to the jazz band. 

They were in a world all their own. Smoke drifted up from the fags they each dragged 
on. Its sweet aroma always made me ill, but it was what it was, and it was what was 
giving them the inspiration to play jazz. 

I felt apinch on my backside and whirled around to find my friend holding two beer 
bottles in one hand and playing the crab with the other. She handed me a beer bottle 
and then clinked hers to mind. 

“Thanks ...” 


“For what?” I answered. 


“For bringing me here ...” She waved her beer bottle around the room, spilling some 


beer onto the floor. She used to right foot to spread the beer around. 


I waited until she looked back up at me before I said “shouldn’t I be the one thanking 


you?” 


She shrugged her shoulders and drank some of her beer. 
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To be perfectly honest I am not a beer man but I owed it to her and drank a swig. 
Wretched stuff beer ... even iced cold ... by the time I had finished the swig she had 
disappeared. It would be like that for the next hour or so. She would put in her 
reappearance and then disappear in the blink of an eye. I don’t know if she was doing 
this for her own reassurance, or whether she was keeping tabs on me. I returned back 


to the jazz. 


Off in one corner of the floor behind a blind hanging from the rafters something 
caught my eye. It was the flash of a small Krieg light. Someone was filming. Being 
a curious sort I drifted over and walked around the edge of the blind to discover to 
my great surprise a scene out of a Grosz painting. There was a large billiards table 
with one man and three women. He was fully clothed while the three women were 
in their dainties. The three women were playing billiards while the man was 
watching them. A women was doing the filming. I was about to duck back to the 


other side of the blind when one of the women waved me to stay. 


So I did. I watched as a game of what could only be called strip billiards was played 


out by the three women. It sort of turned into this: 
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This isn’t an actual picture from that evening, but it is close enough of a similitude. 
Then once again, my friend reappeared. She grabbed my hand and tugged me back 
to the rabble. “Naughty boy,” she said with a feline expression on her face. 

This time she introduced me to John Kerouac. Again the two of them spoke like old 
friends. Again I just sat there listening. This time my friend took note, leaned over 
and whispered, ‘don’t you want to talk with him?” 

“About what?” I whispered back. 

“About his writing ... his book!” 

“Haven’t read any of his writing ...” 

She peered at me with such astonishment that Kerouac asked her “what's the fuss?” 
Embarrassed of me and my ignorance she said “oh ... nothing,” to him. 

In an understanding fashion Kerouac replied “It’s ok ifhe hasn't read my book. Lot’s 
of folks haven’t read my book” and looking up at me with stern eyes he continued 
“and never will...” 

“Oh he will” my friend said scornfully “oh he will.” Then she turned he back on me 


as a rebuke. 
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Fine by me, and I drifted away as she and he launched into some esoteric 


psychoanalysis of traveling and dreams. 


My throat was dry. I was still holding my beer and took another swig. Wretched 
stuff! 


Across the room I could see Allen Ginsberg leaning up against some abandoned 
crates in an animate conversation with several women. It was then that I realized that 
there were perhaps four times as many women here as men. The women were all 
dressed to the nines, while them men, or at least O’Sullivan, Kerouac and Ginsberg 


were dressed like longshoremen. I was the odd man out in my silks and cashmere. 


Did I tell you I am a dandy? 


Suddenly there was a ringing of the emergency bell on the lift and it was like 


someone had dropped a fox in among the chickens. 


There was a mad dash to the windows and as we looked down we saw a long string 


of flashing lights and paddy wagons. It was a police raid. 


My friend grabbed my hand and dashed us over to Paddy O’Sullivan who didn’t 
seemed at all perturbed by the news. “They do this to me all the time.” 


I explained to Paddy that I was a Canadian and if arrested they might deport me. He 
just nodded sideways with his head and started to walk to a dark and almost invisible 


corner of the warehouse. 
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Paddy looked over his shoulder and when he saw no one was watching he pressed a 
panel in the wall and it swung open revealing a spiral staircase leading down. “This 
goes to the basement. If you follow the chalk lines on the wall you’ll get out fine. 


How are you fixed touring the sewers?” 


On the landing was an old wooden crate with several well-used electric miner”s 
lamps. He grabbed one turned it on to check it worked and handed it to me. “You’ll 


need this.” 


Before my friend could say anything Paddy pushed us both through and closed the 
panel behind us. We had only one way we could go, down the rusty old spiral 


staircase for the wall panel had no latch on the inside. 


And so I led the way slowly down the spiral staircase, my friend clinging closely to 


me. “I am scared ...” 


“So am I ...”I said this before I could stop myself. Perhaps I should have said 
something else to her to reassure her, but you can’t blame me for being honest. I was 


scared. 

The air in the spiral staircase was dank, smoky and musty. The smoke followed us 
in. We slowly inched our way down the spiral. At each landing there was a white 
chalk arrow on the red brick wall pointing downwards into the dark depths. Her 
clickety-clack now seemed comforting to me. 


“How much further,” she said tremulously. 
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“I think we are almost to the bottom,’ and indeed we were. There in front of us 
appeared out of the darkness a large iron door with an equally large iron bar door 


latch. I pulled at it and it did not budge. It had been rusted shut. 


As hard as I tried it would not budge! I put my weight on the latch and pulled, and 
nothing. We both put our weights on the latch and together we pushed. As if to tease 
us it slipped a bit and then the rust holding it fast brought it to a grinding halt. The 
latch was so well made that there was no clearance between the plates and rust had 


rendered it tight. If only we had some lubricant. 


The light flickered and dimmed appreciably, as if it itself was also losing hope. “Now 
what?” my friend asked as she pressed herself closer to me. I could feel that she was 


trembling 


Yes now what? I thought to myself. We were trapped ... top and bottom. The chill 
was starting to creep into my bones. My bladder, began to complain. I thought about 
the beer that I had drank and was about to curse myself for drinking it when a drastic 


measure crossed my mind.” 


Here,” I said to my friend, “point this at the latch.” Handing her the miner”s lamp. It 


flickered again. 


Then I aimed carefully and pissed atop the latch for a split second and then without 
tucking myself in I pressed against the latch and moved it a tad. Then I stepped back 
and took aim a second time. The second push moved the latch another few 


millimeters. But after three tries I had run dry ... and the latch was unseated. 
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I tucked myself away. “Can you lift me?” my friend inquired dauntlessly. 


“Yes!” I had run dry and now it was her turn. I set the miner’s lamp on the floor. 


“Turn around,” she said. Then I did I heard the rustling of her dress. She handed me 


her panties. “Hold on to these for me.” I tucked them into my pocket. 


Then she wrapped her arms around my neck. I knew what she needed me to do. I 
took one step back and heard her say “ffff ... cold.” I imagined her bare backside 
pressed against the solid door. She placed her shoes against the door. Then there was 


a nearly silent whistle for a split second before she climbed off my back. 
Together we worked the latch. It moved a bit more. With our faces pressed to the 
door the smell of pee became noticeable over the dank smoky, musty odour of the 


stairwell. 


“Turn around again,” and we repeated the whole contortion a second time. This time 


she lubricated the latch for a split second longer. Then we worked it. 


Almost there! 


She hoped on my back a third time and let things rip until she too was spent. “Third 
time lucky?” she said with a giggle. 


We looked into each other’s face for a split second. It was now or never. Together 


we pushed and pull as hard as we could ... then the latch clunked and the door swung 
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open. The smells of the stairwell was lost in the funk of the air that forced its way in 


from the underground. But we didn’t mind ... we were free. 


She picked up the miner’s lamp, grabbed my hand and lead the way. The miner’s 
lamp died that instant. She left 1t behind and we stepped through the door. 


As we stepped into the dank underground we could see the street light streaming 
from the drain gratings. A few steps past the door was a ladder that led up to our 
freedom. 

We both let out sighs of relief. “Care for some hors d’oeuvres?” She went first up 
the ladder and in the dim lighting of the place it was eerie how the shadows cast just 
above her knees. 

I guess I should have given her back her panties. 


I followed her up the ladder and into the empty street thinking ... 


if only she knew how much I disliked ... oysters! 
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Pas a Deux by Patrick Bruskiewich 


(** A pas a deux is French for a dance between two partners. ) 


I happen to be walking by the stables that morning when she was washing down her 
mount after an early ride. It was a calm and quiet, rather hot Sunday august morning. 
He was a large grey stallion, perhaps middle age as horses go. She was a tall 
Amazonian, as tall as her mount. He was tied to a stake in the center of the paddock. 
She stood on the far side of her mount from me. I could see that she had a bucket 
of soapy water at her feet and a coarse brush in her hand. The top of the stallion 


gleamed with her handy work. She was now taking to his underside. 


I happen to be walking by the paddock on the public path way through the park and 
so I stopped to watch them both. IT had seen the two of them ride past me on previous 
Sunday mornings here in Hastings Park. Today I was given a chance to see them 
both, the mistress and her mount, after their riding session. I felt almost as an 


interloper, a voyeur intruding on an intimate moment between them both. 


She did not see me for several minutes, or perhaps just decided to ignore me as I 
stood up against the wooden fence and she continued to stroke his belly, from the 
front of his belly to the middle of his stomach. If she had seen me perhaps she would 
have paused and not continued to do what she was doing. Or perhaps she would 


have just ignored me. 


By brushing his underside the stallion was becoming agitated. As the coarse brush 
came closer to his sex he started to pull against the rope that tied him to the stake at 
the center of the paddock. 
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He snorted, but she flouted him and continued. From the stable beyond I could hear 
a pair of hoofs kick the wooden walls. The stallion turned its head towards the stable. 


At the time I thought nothing of it. 


When she brushed the underside of his marble purse the horse glared over at her. 
But again she did not stop and he began to step his hind legs back and forth, back 


and forth. He snorted again, this time with a groaning sort of a grunt. 


The stallion turned its head towards me and eyed me. He flared his teeth at me and 
I pushed back from the fence and smirked back at him. It was as if he was pleading 
for me to get her to stop. I stood where I was. I guess I could have said hello or 
something like that to get her to stop, but something deep within me told me to let 


things be. And so I stayed silent. 


The stallion let out another snort and lowered his head and looked down at himself. 
Still she continued with the coarse brush. It was then that I realized why the stallion 
was pleading, for he had become unsheathed and the soft pinkness of him was 


starting to steal into view. 


Still did not stop. Instead she continued with the brush, but now with a slower and 
more careful stroke along the best of him. She was now also stroking his belly back 
and forth with her bare, free hand. This was turning out to be much too much for 


the poor horse who had now become completely unsheathed and a bit unhinged. 


The splendor of him even shocked me for he was twice the measure of what a 
neophyte to the scene would have expected. 
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He snorted. I knew the stallion could have easily pushed her away yet he didn’t. 
It was then when she noticed me. She looked up at me between the horse”s four legs 
and said “Hi.” The horse slowly turned its head and looked over at me a second 


time. 


I waved back, pushed back from the fence and was about to walk away when she 


said “I have seen you before on the riding path.” 


I leaned back up against the fence and answered her “yes we have ... perhaps I 


should be going?” 

“Why ...” she asked. 

How the hell was I suppose to answer that? So I stayed silent. 

“Don’t feel as if you have to run off ...” there was an edge to the way she said this. 
“Perhaps I should!” I lowered my head and looked down at the ground as I said this. 
“What! And miss the finale!” On the word ‘finale’ the horse snorted as if on cue. I 
looked up at the stallion and sensed in his eyes desperation for his circumstances. I 


wondered whether he was truly enjoying his predicament, or whether she was taking 


certain liberties. 
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“If I didn’t do this he would be a bit wild. There is a mare in heat in the stable and 
well, he doesn’t like to be locked up all by himself with her about. He has been 
kicking the stable walls and I am worried he will hurt himself.” 


“Oh ...” Istared down at him. 


“The mare is a competition horse and its owner does not want to foal her just yet.” 
The stallion perhaps sensed her mistress was talking about his predicament, for the 


best of him was showing itself to be unbreakable. 


“I see,” I said this before I realized the double entendre. She giggled and my face 
grew warm with my blush. Then there was silence ... as she went back to what she 


was doing. 


From the stable beyond I could make out the snort and commotion of another horse. 


Then the kicks from the stable walls made sense ... 


I should have continued on my way but instead I stayed put. She had been honest 
with me. I no longer felt like I was intruding. Perhaps she knew she was taunting 


1? 


me with “and miss the finale 


She dropped the coarse brush into the bucket and I saw she was wearing a black 
rubber glove that went up to her elbow, covered in soapy water. With her other bare 
hand she stroked the stallion’s belly and with her gloved hand she began to stroke 
the best of him. 
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The effect it was having on the stallion was something strangely amazing to watch. 


I closed my eyes for a moment and just listened. I had heard these sounds before. 


Once as a teenager while visiting my uncle’s farm I witness a grossly overweight 
bull mount a reluctant heifer. After a frantic and dramatic chase the bull finally 
forced the heifer into the corner of the fenced yard outside the ban. It was early 
afternoon and the cow was waiting to be milked. How the bull got into the pen I did 
not know, but the eldest of my uncle”s three sons was known to have a wicked streak 


to him and well ... I was a city boy he felt needed to be shocked. 


And shocked I was that afternoon as the brute chased the heifer around and through 
the throng of cows and finally into a corner and into submission. The bull was like 


one of Picasso’s Minotaur ravaging a helpless vestal. 


The cow”s head poked through the fence. The fence creaked and groaned under the 
combined weight of the heifer pushing back at him and the beast having his way 
with her. The other cows were huddled on the far side of the ring with their hinds 


turned to the two, as 1f afraid to bear witness. 


From across the yard I could see that the heifer was struggling, foaming at the mouth 
and fighting for her breath and bewailing at the same time. With each thrust of the 
bull into her, the milk from her udder was being spilled onto the soil beneath her. 
The bull was on top and inside her at the same time. His brutality was over in 
perhaps a minute. Then the huge bull pulled himself out of the cow and staggered 


away exhausted, dragging the best of him along the ground beneath him. 
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The heifer stood there for a few minutes and then did not bother to go into the barn 
but instead staggered back through the gate in the fence and tottered clear across the 
field before she toppled to the ground. She was still there at night fall when I happen 
by the field on my way in the farmhouse. The following morning I watched her 
wondering and waited for the cow to enter the barn to be milked. She was the last 


to come in and was very late that morning. 


I could not bring myself to go into the barn that morning, and decided instead to 
keep an eye out for the bull. He spent the entire day lounging in the shade of a large 
tree in his own field. It seemed odd that such a brutal intercourse would lead to the 
birth of a new life. It seemed odd that such a brutal intercourse was a necessity for 


the continuation of life. It just seemed odd ... in so many ways. 

The stallion snorted. I reopened my eyes. As I watched the stallion I wondered if he 
had his way with the mare, whether he would be like the Minotaur with the vestal at 
my uncle’s farm? Instead here the stallion was tied to a stake being taunted by his 
mistress. The stallion’s haunches were tense. His breathing deep with expectation. 


His steps herky-jerky. His eyes bulged from his head. 


He began to snort and bay at the same time. ‘Stop ... please stop ...’ it seemed to 


plead. 


From the barn I could hear more kicks and commotion. 


Yet his mistress continued her taunt. Slowly and deliberately ... 
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He struggled at the rope, frantic to get loose and race into the stable. He tried to kick 
his mistress aside but she was too quick and nimble for him. She stepped out of the 


way of his lunging hind leg. 


Then she appeared. The mare from inside the stable. She had broken free from her 


pen and was frantic. 


I yelled “Watch out,” just in time for the stallion’s mistress to turn and get out of the 
way of the lunging mare. She chased the woman out of the paddock. She had just 
enough time to roll under the fence before the mare was atop her, digging into the 


ground with her front leg. 


Then the mare turned to face the stallion. He was now perfectly still. She took her 
time to saunter over to the stallion. He tugged at the rope with all his strength but 
could not free himself. The mare walked over to him but stayed a few meters apart 


from the stallion. She was sizing him up. 


The women had by now walked over and was standing beside me. “Thanks.” she 
said as she brushed some wood chips off of herself. “This will be interesting to 


watch.” We both turned to the two horses. 
The stallion snorted at the mare and turned his flank to her. Hesitantly the mare took 


a small step towards the stallion. Even from where we were a good six or seven 


meters away we could see that the stallion was shivering. 
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The stallion shook its head back and forth in frustration, snorting as he did this. Still 
she remained standoffish. The stallion dug at the ground with her front legs then 
tugged frantically at the rope. 

“Do you think I should go and untie him?” she asked me. I just shrugged my 
shoulders. She started to climb the fence when the mare charged a few steps in our 
direction. She climbed down. “I guess not!” 


“No ... “I said. “It is a pas a deux.”** 


It was then that the mare turned herself around and took a few steps back towards 


the stallion until his nose was nearly into her backside. 
The mare knew what she was doing. She took another tiny step back and the instant 
the stallion’s nose touched her flank like the cow and her milk the stallion spent 


himself across the ground in a fury. 


In the midst of his fury the mare galloped away back into the barn as the stallion 


snorted and frayed his head back and forth in frustration. 


The whole scene was surreal. I could not turn away ... 


The stallion’s mistress was giggling. “Now that was quite a finale!” 


I said nothing but merely turned and started to walk back the way I had come. I 


could not bring myself to look back. 
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As I walked away, it was a few steps beyond before I realized that I too was 


staggering ... herky-jerky. 
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Eros in Art 
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Stephanie Interprets the Poem Lady Lazarus 


[Vancouver] As a submission to the Intercompetition 2021 Photography and 
Literature call Word und Bilt Stephanie performed an interpretation of the poem 


Lady Lazarus by Sylvia Plath ... 


First Stephanie chose a poem, then she needed a red dress ... which she borrowed 


from the drama department of her schoo! ... 


It was a bit tight for her, so we closed the back with a safety pin (don’t look). 
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We painted her arms and back blue, as she held the dress close to her heart. The blue 


is to signify the nearness of death ... 


Then Stephanie performed a dance to the cadence of the poem Lady Lazarus spoken 


by Sylvia Plath herself! 
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And when her performance was over ... Stephanie danced all by herself around a 


fire ... 


You can enjoy Stephanie”s performance at: 


https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=hFkRAbyPxhs 
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Five Stages of Grief by Marina Bychkova 
[Vancouver] from Enchanted Dolls 
According to the commonly accepted Kubler-Ross model, there are five different 


stages of grief. It describes, in five discrete stages, a process by which people deal 


with grief and tragedy, when faced with death or a catastrophic loss. 


1) Denial- “I feel fine.”; “This can’t be happening, not to me.” Denial is usually only 
a temporary defense for the individual. This feeling is generally replaced with 


heightened awareness of situation. 
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2) Anger- “Why me? It’s not fair!”; “How can this happen to me?”; “Who is to 
blame?” Once in the second stage, the individual recognizes that denial cannot 
continue. Because of anger, the person is very difficult to care for due to misplaced 
feelings of rage and envy. Any individual that symbolizes life or energy is subject 


to projected resentment and jealousy. 
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3) Bargaining- “Just let me live to see my children graduate.”; “Ill do anything for 
a few more years.”; “I will give my life savings if...” The third stage involves the 
hope that the individual can somehow postpone or delay the inevitable. Usually, the 
negotiation for an extended life is made with a higher power in exchange for a 


reformed lifestyle. 
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4) Depression— “I’m so sad, why bother with anything?”; “What's the point?”; “I 
miss my loved one, why go on?” During the fourth stage, the person begins to 
understand the inevitabilities of the situation. Because of this, the individual may 
become silent, refuse visitors and spend much of the time crying and grieving. This 
process allows the person to disconnect oneself from things of love and affection. It 
is not recommended to attempt to cheer up an individual who is in this stage. It is an 


important time for grieving that must be processed. 
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99, 66 


5) Acceptance- “It’s going to be okay.”; “I can’t fight it, I may as well prepare for 


it.” In this last stage, the individual begins to come to terms with their grief.” 
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Alexander Grinberg (1885-1979). 


Alexander Grinberg (1885-1979) was a Russian Portraiture, Figurative and Pictorial 


photographer. 


He started his Pictorial photography when he was ten years old. In 1895 
photography was very much in its infancy. Later, from his twenties onwards his 


main interest would turn towards Figurative photography. 


I first heard about Alexander Grinberg from two Russian expatriate artists here in 
Vancouver about a decade ago. Both of the artists are sculptors who went to school 
in Moscow during those few years that spanned the end of the Soviet era and the 


beginning of the post-Soviet era in Moscow. One of the artists is female while the 
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other is male. He grew up in Moscow and she in the Far East, winning a state 


scholarship to art school in far off Moscow. 


They both knew details of his life and gave me a different narrative as far as 
Grinberg’s Figurative work was concerned. The woman found his work to be 
lyrical and delightful, while the man described his photography as being obscene 
and pornographic. The woman spoke in terms of artistic beauty, while he was 


political. 


Grinberg suffered because under Stalinist Cultural policy the Soviet State deemed 
all erotic works as being counter to the public good — the Soviet Apparatchik had 


deemed Grinberg’s work as being pornographic. 


As the Russian woman explained, 


“... far from being revolutionary in its art, Soviet Society was very Victorian 
when it came to Figuratives. The Soviet's designation of Grinberg’s 
photography as being degenerate meant they sought to destroy both him and 


his art.” 


In 1906 at age 21, Grinberg joined the Russian Photographic Organization (RFO), 
the foremost experimental photographic union in Russia at the time. This was a pre- 
Soviet Organization. As a member of the RFO Grinberg, developed his artistic 
praxis as he explored pictorial photography. He did landscapes, portraiture, 
theatrical photography as well as Figuratives. He also took up an interest in film- 


making. 
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In 1908, at the young age of 23, Grinberg was awarded a silver medal for his pictorial 
photographs at the All-Russian photography exhibition in Moscow, and a gold medal 
at the international photo-exhibition for his portraiture submission in Dresden. Some 
of the pieces shown in Dresden included some of his earliest Figuratives. It was fine 
to show portraits but it problematic to show Figuratives in Moscow even during the 


era of the Tsar. 


After World War I he worked for the Biofilm studio. Grinberg was interested in 
Russian experimental and film culture. In the 1920s he became an instructor at the 
State Technical Institute of Cinematography. It was here that he began his 
association with Sergei Eisenstein and worked with him on several popular films 


Potomok Araba (1926) and Dva Druga — Model” i Podruga (1927). 


Being free artists, the RFO was forcibly disbanded by the Stalinist State in 1928 after 
accusations of “representing an old-world aesthetic that clashed with the rise of 


proletarian realism and photojournalism and photomontage.” 


Bravely Grinsberg continued on his own his exploration of portraiture, publicly 
stating that “my main focus was scientific work on new methods of photographic 


portraits.” 


His independence brought him to the attention of the Soviet Apparatchik. Grinberg 
was further ostracized by Stalinist policy dictating any eroticism in art as a remnant 


of bourgeois idleness. 


Despite the risk, Grinberg showed one more exhibition of his artwork in 1935, 
skirting the policy and displaying images of partially dressed women. 
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His Figuratives raised a storm of controversy from the Soviet Apparatchik. Within 
days Grinberg was arrested and sentenced to an indefinite incarceration in a Siberian 


labor camp. 


In a courageous act of brotherly love, his brother risked arrest and incarceration in a 
Siberian labour camp when he gathered up and hide Alexander’s negatives from the 


authorities, leaving behind some of his lesser works. 
Grinberg spent nearly four years in a Siberian forced labor camp cutting down trees 


and making furniture. He was released on early parole for his artistry and good 


behavior in 1939. 
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Upon his return to Moscow he took up an almost bohemian life style and enjoyed 
where ever possible the city’s night life, his artistic reputation opening doors for him, 


several of his artist models keeping him warm at night 


In short order Grinberg resumed his work as a photographer for a variety of 
institutions. He once again took up Figuratives but did not show them outside his 


small circle of family and friends. 


Beginning in 1941, Alexender Grinberg worked as a photographer and 
photojournalist, sometimes very near the front on several occasions. Some of his 


photographs would be published in Soviet newspapers. 


After World War Two, Grinberg worked for a modeling agency, photographing for 
fashion designers. In the late 1950’s, and throughout the 1960’s he made portraits of 


various famous Soviet actors and scientists. 


Grinberg died in 1979 largely unknown as a photographer within the Soviet Union. 


It was only a decade after his death when his Figurative photographs were 
rediscovered outside the Soviet Union and put on show at some retrospectives in 


Europe that Grinberg started to become known as a fine Figurative Photographer. 


Each few years a new set of Grinberg negatives or prints surface for auction. They 


have become collectibles. 


Alexander Grinberg’s photography spans an interesting era of Figurative art. It 
spans the end of the Victorian era and the beginnings of Art Deco. By it was 
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produced with a Russian sensibility, which is something that makes his work 
charming and unique. The Grinberg Figuratives in this book spans four decades, 


1920 to 1960, and several genres. 
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ce 


. my main focus was scientific work on new methods of photographic 


portraits. 


Alexander Grinberg 
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